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PREFACE

CHaucer’s entire poetic works have never before been put into
modern English. Parts of them, especially of the Canterbury
T ales, have gcen retold in one place or another in both prose and
verse, some of the latter by pens so great as Wordsworth’s,
Pope’s, and Dryden’s; but hitherto a more nearly adequate idea
of a marvelously individual and many-sided poet could be
obtained only through his original text. That such is the best
way to obtain it the present editors would be the first to urge.
But most readers need not be told that it can be so acquired
only by dint of somewhat thorough study ; even more thorough
than the casual reader can realize, for yet more baffling than
frankly obsolete words are the countless words and idioms which
have subtly changed their meaning. And undoubtedly such
study at first may form a mist between the reader and a sym-
pathetic comprehension of the poet. The melody of his verse,
too, which the modernizer is so grieved to disturb, can be heard
only by the practised ear. It 1s believed, therefore, that the
present volume will be welcome to a good number of cultivated
people everywhere.

he editors have striven always to paraphrase as little and
to be as faithful to the original as they could; certainly never
to misrepresent it. They Eave departed from it only to save
their version from one or another of four possible stumbling-
blocks: rhyme and excessive rhythm, obscurity, extreme ver-
bosity, and excessive coarseness. Their rare omission of words
or short passages for the last reason has not been indicated ; in
the still fewer cases where a whole episode is incurably gross or
voluptuous (yet Chaucer is never merely vicious), its omission
is shown by asterisks. Proper names are almost always given
in their true cr their familiar modern form. A few short lyrics
which otherwise would have lost too much have been versified
in the original metrical form. The editors have tried to keep

vi



viii PREFACE

as much of Chaucer’s raciness and archaic savor as is consistent
with the reader’s ease; it seemed best not to tease him with a
bookful of thou and thee, -est and -eth. They have tried to let
him feel that he is reading Chaucer, and nothing else, so far as
Chaucer can ever be found in modern prose.

The volume is complete for his poetry. The only poems *
in recent editions here omitted are one or two short ones which/f.
there seems no reliable reason for ascribing to him, and th
translation of Le Roman de la Rose, in no sense an original poem, }
and in part certainly, and elsewhere possibly, not by him at all.
The prose works wholly omitted are the translation of Boethius’
De Consolatione Philosophie and the Treatise on the Astrolabe
(also largely a translation) ; his other two prose works, the Tale
of Melibeus and the Parson’s Tale (both largely or wholly un-
original and hardly appealing to modern tastes), being inherent
parts of the Canterbury Tales, are represented by specimens.
The text followed throughout (not without occasional reference
to the manuscripts) is Professor Skeat’s, except for the Troilus
and Criseyde, in which Professor McCormick’s (in the Glode
Chaucer) is followed.

The combined glossary and notes (alphabetically arranged by
obvious catch-words) contain only such explanations as seem
really essential, or are not easily accessible elsewhere, as in a

ood English dictionary, a classical dictionary, or the like. For

ller ones the reader must be referred to the commentary in
Skeat’s Oxford Chaucer. Immediately before the glossary is
given a slight sketch of Chaucer’s life, and also remarks as to the
source or circumstances which gave rise to a poem, when such
seemed necessary to the full appreciation of it.

The editors beg to acknowledge the frequent help they found
in the commentary and indices of the Rev. Professor Skeat’s
great edition, in preparing both translation and notes. They
express their grateful thanks to Marjorie Fenton Tatlock for
her ever-obliging, %\instaking, and tasteful work in collaborating.
They also thank Dr. George B. Dutton for his well-infor:ned

and careful help. .-
P. MK, ~J.s/P. T,
Cornise, New Hauesaire, University oF MICHIGAN.

Ocronzr, 1911,
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THE CANTERBURY TALES.
Here beginneth the Book of the Tales of Canterbury.

THE PROLOGUE.

}. . WHEN the sweet showers of April have pierced to the root
the dryness of March, and bathed cvcrz: ¥Yfie in moisture whose
quickening brings forth the flowers; when Zcﬁhyr also with his
sweet breath has quickened the tender new shoots in holt and
moor, and the young sun has run his half-course in the Ram,
and little birds make melody and sleep all night with eyes open,
so nature pricks them in their hearts: then folk long to go on
pilgrimage to renowned shrines in sundry distant lands, and
palmers to seck strange shores. And especially from every
shire’s end in England they go their way to (gantcrbury, to
seek the holy blessed martyr who helped them when they were
sick. : -
On a day in that season, as I was biding at the Tabard Inn
at Southwark, about to make my pilgrimage with devout heart
to Canterbury, it befell that there came at night to that hostelry
a company of full nine-and-twenty sundry folk, who by chance
had fallen into fellowship. All were pilgrims, riding to Canter-
bury. The chambers and the stables were wide, and we were
right well lodged. But in brief, when the sun had gone to rest,
I had spoken with every one of them and was soon of their
company, and agreed to rise early to take our way whither 1
have told you. Nevertheless, whilst I have time and space,
before this tale goes farther, I think it is reason to tell you all
the quality of each of them, as they appeared to me, what sort
of folk they were, of what_station and how they were accoutred.
With a knight I will begin. .
{ There was a Knight and” that a worthy, who, from the time
when he first rode abroad, loved knighthood, faithfulness and
B I
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! honor, liberality and courtesy. He was full valiant in his lord’s
war and had campaigned, no man farther, both in Christendom
and in heathen lands, ever honored for his worth. He was at
Alexandria when it was won; many a time in Prussia he had
headed the board, before all the foreign knights; he had
fought in Lithuania and in Russia, no Christian man of his de-

e oftener; he had been in Granada at the siege of Algeciras
and in Belmaria; he was at Lyeys and in Attalia when they were
won, and had landed with many a noble army in the Levant.
He had been in fifteen mortal battles, and had thrice fought for
our faith in the lists at Tremessen and ever slain his foe ; ie had
been also, long before, with the lord of Palathia against another
heathen host in Turkey; and ever he had exceeding renown.
And though he was valorous he was prudent, and as meek as a
maid of his bearing. In all his life he never yet spoke discour-
tesy to any living creature, but was truly a perfect gentle knight.

~ To tell you of his equipment, his horses were good but he was

' not gaily clad. He wore a jerkin of fustian all begrimed by his
coat of mail, for he had just returned from his travels and went
to do his pilgrimage. | .

His son was with him, a young Squire, a lover and a lusty

__young soldier. His locks were curled as if laid in a press. He
may have been twenty years of age, middling in height, wondrous
nimble and great of_strength. He had been, upon a time, ina
campaign in Flanders, Artois, and Picardy, and had borne him
well, in so little time, in hope to stand in his lady’s grace. His
clothes were embroidered, red and white, as it were a meadow
full of fresh flowers. All the day long he was singing or playing
upon the flute; he was as fresh as the month of May. His

—coat was short, with long, wide sleeves. Well could he sit a
horse and ride, make songs, joust and dance, draw and write.
He loved so ardently that at night-time he slept no more than a
nightingale. He was courteous, modest and helpful, and carved
before his father at table. - | .o

They had a Yeoman with them ; on that journey they would
have none other servants. He was clad in coat and hood of
green, and in his hand bore a mighty bow and under his belt a neat
sheaf of arrows, bright and sharp, with peacock feathers. He
knew how to handle his gear like a good yeoman; his arrows
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flew not aslant with feathers trailing. His head was cropped
and his visage brown. He understood well all the practice of -
wood-craft. He wore a gay arm-guard of leather and at one
side a sword and buckler; at the other a fine dagger, well accou-
tred and as sharp as a spear-point ; on his breast a St. Christopher
in bright silver, and over his shoulder a horn on a green baldric.
¢ was a woodman indeed, I trow.
7 There was also a nun, a Prioress, full quiet and simple in
ef smiling ; her greatest oath was but by Saint_Loy. She was
named_Madame Eglantine. Well she sang divine service, in-
toned full seemly in her nose, and spoke French elegantly, after
the manner of Stratford-le-Bow, for Parisian French she knew
naught of. | She had been well tauiht the art of eating, and let no
morsel fall from her lips, and wet but her finger-tips in the sauce.
She knew how to lift and how to hold a bit so that not a drop fell
upon her breast. Her pleasure was all in courtesy. She wiped
her upper lip so well that no film of grease was to be seen in her
cup after she had drunk; and very dainty she was in reaching
for her food. In truth she was full diverting, pleasant and ami-
able of bearing. She took pains to 1mitite court manners, to be
stately in her demeanor and,tq be held worthy of reverence.
But to tell you of her character,'she was so charitable and so
tender-hearted she would wéep if she saw a mouse caught in a
trap if it were dead or bleeding. She had certain small dogs,
which she fed upon roasted meat or milk and finest wheaten
bread. - She would weep sore if one of them died or was struck
at sharply with a stick. She was all warm feeling and tender
heart. Her wimple was plaited neatly. Her nose was slender,
her eyes gray as glass, her mouth small and soft and red withal.
Certainly she had a fine forehead, almost a span high,— verily she
was not undersized. Her cloak was neat.fy made? I was ware.
About her arm was a coral rosary, the larger beads of green,
upon which hung a brooch of shining gold; on it was engraved
first an A with a crown, and after that Amor vincit omnia,
Another Nun, her chaplain, was with her, and three Priests.
There "was a Monk, exceeding fine and imposing, a great
rider about the country-side and a lover of hunting, a manly
man withal, fit to be an abbot. He had many a blooded horse
in his stable, and when he rode, men could hear his bridle jingling
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in a whistling wind as clear and loud as the chapel-bell where
this lord was prior. Because the rule of St. Maur or of St.
Bennet was old and something austere, this same monk let such
old things pass and followed the ways of the newer world. He
gave not a plucked hen for the text that hunters are not holy,
or that a careless monk (that is to say, one out of his clois-
~ ter) is like a fish out of water; for that text he would not give

+/ a herring. And I said his opinion was right; why should he

* study and lose his wits ever poring over a book in the cloister; or

toil with his hands and labor as St. Austin bids? How shall the
world be served? Let St. Austin have his work to himself.
Therefore he rode hard, followed greyhounds as swift as birds
on the wing. All his pleasure was in riding and hunting the
hare, and he spared no cost thereon. I saw his sleeves edged at
the wrist with fine dark fur, the finest in the country, and to
fasten his hood under his chin he had a fine-wroyght brooch of
gold ; in the larger end was a love-knot. His bald head shone
like glass; so did his face, as if it had been anointed. He was
a sleek, fat lord. His bright eyes rolled in his head, glowin
like the fire under a cauldron. His boots were of rich sogt
leather, his horse in fine fettle. Now certainly he was a fair
prelate. He was not pale, like a wasted ghost; best of any
viand he loved a fat roasted swan. His palfrey was as brown
as a berry.

There was a begging Friar, wanton and jolly, a very self-
important fellow. %ﬁiall the four orders is not one so skilled in
gay and flattering talk. He had, at his own expense, married
off many a young woman; he was a noble pillar of his order!
He was well beloved and familiar amongst franklins everywhere in
his country-side, and eke with worthy town women, for he had,
as he said himself, more virtue as confessor than a parson, for he
held a papal license. Full sweetly he heard confession, and his
absolution was pleasant; he was an easy man to give penance,
when he looked to have a good dinner. Gifts to a poor order
are a sign that a man has been well shriven, he maintained ; if a
man gave, he knew he was contrite. For many a man is so stern
. of heart that he cannot weep though he suffer sore; therefore,
instead of weeping and praying, men may give silver to the poor

friars. His tippet was stuffed full of knives and pins as presents
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to comely women. And certainly he had a pleasant voice in
singing, and well could play the fiddle; in singing ballads he
bore off the prize. His neck was as white as the flower-de-
luce, and he was as strong as a champion. He knew all the
town taverns, and every inn-keeper and bar-maid, better than
the lepers and beggar-women. For it accorded not with a
man of his importance to have acquaintance with sick lepers;
it was not seemly, it profited not, to deal with any such poor
trash, but all with rich folk and sellers of victual. But every-
where that advantage might follow he was courteous, lowly and
serviceable. Nowhere was any so capable; he was the best
beggar in his convent, and gave a certain yearly payment that
none of his brethren might trespass on his routes. Though a
widow might not have an old shoe to give, so pleasant was his
“In principio,” he would have his farthing ere he went. He
gained more from his begging than from his property, I trow!
He would romp about like a puppy-dog. In love-days he was
right efficacious, for he was not like a cloister-monk or a poor
scholar with a threadbare cope, but like a Master of Arts or a
cardinal. His half-cope was of double worsted and came from
the clothes-press rounding out like a bell. He pleased his whim
by lisping a little, to make his English sound sweet upon his
tongue, and in his harping and singing his eyes twinkled in his
head as the stars on a frosty night. This worthy friar was
named Hubert.\* .} Kens
There was a Merchant with a forked beard, in parti-colored
Earb. High he sat upon his horse, a Flanders beaver-hat on
is head, and boots fastened neatly with rich clasps. He uttered
his opinions pompously, ever tending to the increase of his own
profit; at any cost he would the sea were safeguarded betwixt
Middleburg and Orwell. In selling crown-pieces he knew how
to profit by the exchange. This worthy man employed his wit
ﬁxlrcunningly; no wight knew that he was in debt, so stately
he was of demeanor in bargaining and borrowing. He wasa
worthy man withal, but, to say the truth, I know not his name.
_There was also an Oxford Clerk who had long gone to lec-
tures on logic. His horse was as lean as a rake, and he was not
r]ifht fat, I trow, but looked hollow-cheeked, and grave likewise.
is little outer cloak was threadbare, for he had no worldly
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craft to beg office, and as yet had got him no benefice. He
would rather have had at his bed’s head twenty volumes of Aris-
totle and his philosophy, bound in red or black, than rich robes
or a fiddle or gay psaltery. Albeit he was a philosopher, he had
but little gold in his money-box! But all that he could get from
his friends he spent on books and learning, and would pray dili-
gently for the souls of them that gave him wherewith to stay at
the schools. Of study he took most heed and care. Not a
word spoke he more than was needful, and that little was formal
and modest, in utterance short and quick, and full of high matter.
All that he said tended toward_moral virtue. Above all things
he loved to learn and to teach.

There was also a Sergeant~of the Law, an excellent man,
wary and wise, a frequenter of the porch of Paul's Church. He
was discreet and of great distinction ; or seemed such, his words
were so sage. He had been judge at assizes, by patent and full
commission ; with his learning and great repute he had earned
many a fee and robe. Such a man as he for acquiring goods
there never was; aught that he desired could be shown to be
held in fee-simple, and none could find a flaw in his deeds.
Nowhere was there so busy a man, and yet he seemed busier
than he was. He knew in precise terms every case and judg-
ment since King William the’ Conqueror, and every statute
fully, word for word, and none could chide at his writing. He
rode in homely style in a coat of mixed stuff and a girdle of silk
with small cross-bars. Of his appearance I will not make a
longer story. .

A Franklin was travelling with him, bearded white as a daisy,
ruddy of face and sanguine of temper. Well he loved a sop in
wine of a morning. He was ever wont to live in pleasure, for
he was a very son of Epicurus, who held the opinion that perfect
felicity stands in pleasure alone. He ever kept open house, as
a very St. Julian in his own country-side. His bread and his
wine were ever alike of the best; never were a-man’s wine-vaults
better stored. His house was never without a huge pasty of fish
or flesh-meat ;. in his house it snowed meat and drink, and every
dainty that a man could dream of. According to the season of
the year he varied his meats and his suppers. Many a fat
partridge was in his mew and many a bream and pike in his fish-



- THE PROLOGUE 7

pond. Woe to his cook unless his sauces were pungent and
sharp, and his gear ever in order! All the long day stood a
great table in his hall ready laid. When the justices met at
sessions, there he lorded it full grandly, and many a time he sat
as knight of the shire in parliament. A dagger hung at his
irdle, and a pouch of taffeta, white as morning’s milk. He had
Eeen sheriff and auditor; powhere was so worthy a vassal.

A Haberdasher, a Carpenter, a Weaver, a Dyer and an Up-
holsterer were with us eke, all in the same livery of a great and
splendid guild. All fresh and new was their gear. Their
knives were not tipped with brass but all with fine-wrought
silver, like their girdles and their pouches. Each of them seemed
a fair burgess to sit in a guildhall on a dais. Each for his dis-
cretion was fit to be alderman of his guild, and had goods and
income sufficient therefor. Their wives would have consented,
I trow! And else were they to blame; it is a full fair thing to
be called madame, and to walk ahead of other folks to vigils, and
to have a mantle carried royally before them.

They had a Cook with them for that journey, to boil chickens
with the marrow-bones and tart powder-merchant and cyperus-
root. Well he knew a draught of London ale! He could roast
and fry and broil and stew, make dainty pottage and bake pies
well. It was a great pity, methought, that he had a great sore
on his shin, for %:: made capon-in-cream with the best of them. -

There was a Shipman, from far in the West; for aught I . .

know, he was from Dartmouth.”“He rodé a~nag;aswellas he
"knew how, in a gown of frieze to the knee. He had a dagger
hanging on a lace around his neck and under his arm. The
hot summer had made his hue brown. Of a truth he was a
good fellow : many a draught of wine had he drawn at Bordeaux
whilst the merchant slept. He paid no heed to nice conscience ;
on the high seas, if he fought and had the upper hand, he made
his victims walk the plank. But in skill to reckon his moon,
his tides, his currents and dangers at hand, his harbors and steers-
manship, there was none such from Hull to Carthage. Inan
emprise he was bold and shrewd. His beard had been shaken
by many a tempest. He knew the harbors well from Gothlind
to Cape Finisterre, and every creek in Spain and in Brittany,
His ship was called the Maudelayne.
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With us was a Doctor of Physic; for skill in medicine and
in surgery was not his peer in all this world. He watched
sharply for favorable hours and an auspicious ascendent for his
patients’ treatment, for he was full well grounded in astrology.
He knew the cause of each malady, were it from a humor hot,
cold, dry or moist, whence it had sprung and of what humor.
He was a thorough and a perfect practitioner. Having found
the cause and source of his trouble, anon he had ready the sick
man’s physic. He had his apothecaries all prepared to send
him electuaries and drugs, for each helped the other’s gain;
their friendship was not formed of late! He knew well the old
HAsculapius, Dioscorides and Rufus, Hippocrates, Haly and
Galen, Serapion, Rhasis and Avicenna, Averroes, Damascene
and Constantine, Bernard, Gatisden and Gilbertine. His own
diet was moderate, with no superfluity, but nourishing and simple
to digest. His study was but little on Scripture. He was crad
in sanguine and light blue, lined with taffeta and sarcenet. Yet
he was but moderate in spending, and kept what he won during
the pestilence. Gold is a cordial i:\pﬁ‘ysic; doubtless that was
why he loved gold above all else.

There was a Goodwife from near Bath, but she was some-
what deaf and that was pity. She was so skilled in making
cloth that she passed them of Ypres and Ghent. In all the
Earish was no wife who should march up to make an offering

efore her, and if any did, of a truth so wroth she was that she
was out of all charity. Her kerchiefs were full fine of texture;
and I durst swear they weighed ten pound that were on her
head of a Sunday. Her hose were of a fine scarlet and tightly
fastened, and her shoes full soft and new. Her face was bold
and fair and red. All her life she was a worthy woman; she
had had five husbands at church-door, besides other company
in her youth, but thereof it needs not speak now. She had
thrice been at Jerusalem ; many a distant stream had she crossed;
she had been on pilgrimages to Boulogne and to Rome, to Santi-
ago in Galicia and to Cologne. This wandering by the way had
taught_her sundry things. Sooth to say, she was gap-toothed ;
she sat full easily on an“ambling horse, wearing a fair wirnple
and on her head a hat as broad as a buckler or target. About
her broad hips was a short riding skirt and on her feet a pair
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of sharp spurs. Well could she laugh and prate in company. \
Love and its remedies she knew all anut, I dare be bound, for
she had been through the old game. T
" There was a good man of religion, a poor Parson, but rich in
holy thought ang deed. He was also a learned man, a clerk,
and would faithfully preach Christ’s gospel and devoutly instruct
his parishioners. Benign, wondrous diligent, and patient in
adversity, such he was oftentimes proved. Right loath he was
to excommunicate for unpaid tithes, but rather would give to his
poor parishioners out of the church alms and eke of his own sub-
stance ; in little he found sufficiency. His parish was wide and
the houses far apart, but for thunder or rain he neglected not to
visit the farthest, great or small, in sickness or misfortune, going
a-foot, a staff in his hand. This noble example he gave to his
sheep, that first he wrought and afterward taught ;. these. words he
‘took out of the gospel, and this similitude he added eke, that if
gold rust, what shall iron do? For if a priest upon whom we
trust be foul, no wonder though an ignorant layman be corrupt;
and it is shame (if a priest will but heed it) that a shepherd should
be defiled and the sieep clean. A priest should give good en-
sample by his cleanness how his sheep should live. e would
not farm out his benefice, nor leave Eis sheep stuck fast in the
mire, whilst he ran to London to St. Paul’s, to get an easy office
of chantry-priest, or to be retained by some guild, but dwelt at
home and guarded his fold full well, so that the wolf made it not
miscarry. He was no hireling, but a shepherd. And though he
were holy and virtuous, he was not pitiless to sinful men, nor
cold or haughty of speech, but both discreet and benign in his
teaching ; to draw folk up to heaven by his fair life and goody
ensample, this was his care. But when a man were stubborn,’
whether of high or low estate, he would chide him sharply.
There was nowhere a better priest than he. He looked for no
pomp and reverence, nor yet was his conscience over-nice; but
the teaching of Christ and his apostles he taught, and first he
followed it himself.

With him was his brother, a Ploughman, who had drawn many
a cartload of dung. He was a faithful and good toiler, living in
peace and perfect charity. He loved God best at all times with
all his whole heart, in good and ill fortune, and then his neighbor
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even as himself. He would thresh and ditch and delve for every
poor person without pay, but for Christ’s sake, if it lay in his
might. He paid his tithes fairly and well on both his produce
and his goods. He wore a ploughman’s frock and rode upon a
mare.

There was a Reeve also and a Miller, a Sumner and a Pardoner,
a Manciple and myself. There were no more.

The Miller was a stout fellow, full big of bones and brawn;
and well he showed them, for everywhere %\c came to a wrestling
match he would ever carry off the prize ram. He was short-

~shouldered and broad, a thick, knotty fellow. There was no
door that he could not heave off its hinges, or break with his
head at a running. His beard was as red as any sow or fox,
and eke broad like a spade. Upon the very tip of his nose he
had a wart, and on it stood a tuft of red hair like the bristles on
a sow’s ears, and his nostrils were black and wide. At his thigh
hung a sword and buckler. His mouth was as great as a great
furnace. He was a loud prater and a ribald jester, and it was
mostly of sin and scurrility. He knew well how to steal corn
and take his toll of meal three times over; and yet he had a
olden thumb, perdy! He wore a white coat and a blue hood.
¢ could blow and play the bagpipe well, and with its noise he
brought us out of town.
here was a gentle Manciple of an Inn of Court, of whom
other stewards might take ensample for craftiness in buying
victual. Whether he paid in cash or took on credit, he was so
watchful in his buying that he was ever before others and in
good case. Now is it not a full fair gift of God that the wit of
such an unlettered man shall pass the wisdom of a great body of
learned men? He had more than a score of masters, expert and
diligent in law, of whom in that house there were a dozen worthy
to be stewards of lands and revenues of any lord in England, to
let him live upon his income, honorably, free from debt, unless
he were mad, or live as plainly as he would; or able to help a
whole shire in any case which might befall. And yet this Man-
ciple hoodwinked all of them.

The Reeve was a slender, bilious man. His beard was shaven
as close as could be, his hair was cut short around his ears and
docked in front like a priest’s. His legs were full long and lean
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like a stick; I could see no calf. He could well keep a bin and
a garner and no inspector could get the best of him. In the
drought or in the wet he could foretell the yield of his grain and
seed. His lord’s sheep, poultrrl and cattle, his dairy and swine
and horses and all his stock, this Reeve had wholly under his
overnance, and submitted his accounts thereon ever since his
ord was twenty years of age; and none could ever find him out
in arrears. There was no bailiff nor herdsman nor other churl
whose tricks and craftiness he knew not. They were as afraid of
him as of the plague. His dwelling-place was a pleasant one on
a heath, all shaded with green trees. Better than his lord he
knew how to pick up wealth, and had a rich privy hoard ; he
knew how to please his master cunningly by giving and lending
him out of what was his master’s by right, and to win thanks
therefor, and a cast coat and hood withal. In his youth he had
learned a good trade and was a full good carpenter and wright.
This Reeve sat upon a fine dapple gray cob named Scot. He
wore a long surcoat of blue and at his side a rusty blade. He
was from %\Iorfolk, near a town they call Baldeswell. His coat
was tucked up around him like a friar’s, and he ever rode last
of us all.

A Sumner was with us there, a fire-red cherubim-faced fellow,
salt-phlegmed and pimply, with slits for eyes, scabbz black eye-
brows and thin ragged beard, and as hot and lecherous as a
sparrow.  Children were terrified at his visage. No quick-
silver, white-lead, brimstone, borax nor ceruse, no cream of
‘tartar nor any ointment that would clean and burn, could help
his white blotches or the knobs on his chaps. He loved garlic,
onions and leeks too well, and to drink strong wine as red as blood,
and then he would talk and cry out like mad. And after drinking
deep of wine he would speak no word but Latin, in which he had
a few terms, two or three, learned out of some canon. No wonder
was that, for he heard it all day long, and you know well howa
i’}ay can call ¢ Wat,’ after long hearing it, as well as the pope could.

ut if he were tested in any other point, his learning was found
to be all spent. Questio quid juris, he was ever crying. He was
a kind rogue and a gentle, a better fellow I never knew; for a
quart of wine he would suffer a good fellow to have his paramour
a twelvemonth and utterly wink at it, and privily he practised
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the same himself! And if anywhere he found a good fellow, he
would teach him in such case to have no fear of tEe archdeacon’s
excommunication, unless a man’s soul is in his purse, for it was
in his purse he should be punished. ¢The Archdeacon’s hell is
your purse,” he said. But well I wot he lied in his teeth; every
guilty man should fear the church’s curse, for it will slay even as
absolution saves,— and also let him beware of a significavis.
Within his jurisdiction on his own terms he held all tﬁe young
folk of the diocese, and knew their guilty secrets and was their
chief adviser. He had a garland on his head large enough for
\zn ale-house sign, and carried a round loaf of bread as big as a
uckler.

- With him rode a gentle Pardoner, of Roncesvalles, his friend
and crony, come straight from the court of Rome. He sang
full loudly,

¢« Come hither, love, to me,’

whilst the Sumner bore him a stiff bass; never was trumpet of
half such a sound. This Pardoner had waxy-yellow hair, hang-
ing smooth, like a hank of flax, spread over his shoulders in thin
strands. For sport he wore no hood, which was trussed up in
his wallet; riding with his hair dishevelled, bareheaded save for
his cap, he thought he was all in the newest fashion. His eyes
were glaring like a hare’s. He had a vernicle sewed on his cap,
and his wallet, brimful of pardons hot from Rome, lay before
him on his saddle. His voice was as small as a goat’s. He had
no beard nor ever would have, his face was as smooth as if lately
~———shaven; I trow he was a_mare or a gelding. Butas for his trade,
from Berwick to Dover there was mot such another pardoner.
In his bag he had a pillow-case which he said was our Lady’s
kerchief, and a small piece of the sail which he said St. Peter had
when he walked upon the sea and Jesu Christ caught him. He
had a cross of latten, set full of false gems, and pigs’ bones in a
lass. But with these relics, when he E)und a poor parson dwell-
ing in the country, in one day he gat him more money than the
parson gat in two months. And thus, with flattering deceit and
tricks, he made the parson and the people his dupes. But to give
him his due, after all he was a noble ecclesiastic in church; he
could read well a lesson or legend and best of all sing an offertory.
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For he knew well that when that was done he must preach and
file his tongue smooth, to win silver as he well knew how.
Therefore he sang merrily and loud.

Now I have told you in few words the station, the array,
the number of this company and eke why they were assembled
in Southwark, at this noble hostelry the Tabard, hard by the Bell.
But now it is time to say how we bore us that same &ven, when
we had alighted at that {ostelry ; and afterward I will tell you of
our journey and the remnant of our pilgrimage. But first I pray
that of your courtesy ye ascribe it not to mine 1ll manners if I speak
plainly in this matter, telling you their words and cheer, and if 1

speak their very words as they were. For this ye know as well .

as I, that whoso tells a tale that another has told, he must repeat
every word, as near as he can, although he speak never so rudely
and broad. Else he must tell his tale falsely, or feign, or find
new words. _He may not spare any, were it his own Erother; he
is bound to say one word as well as the next. Christ himself
spoke full plainly in Holy Writ and ye know well that it is no
baseness. And Plato says, whoever can read him, that the word
must be cousin to the act. I also pray you to forgive me though
I have not set folk here in this tale according to their station, as
they should be. My wit is short, ye can well understand.

Our host made us all great “cheer, and anon~brought us to
supper and served us with the best of victual. The wine was
strong and ﬁ%ht glad we were to drink. Our Host was a seeml
man, fit to be marshal in a banquet-hall, a large man wit
bright eyes, bold in speech, wise and discreet, lacking naught of
manhood: there is not a fairer burgess in Cheapside. ‘lg'le was
withal a right merry fellow, and after supper, when we had paid
our scores, he began to jest and speak of mirth amongst other
things. ¢ Now lordings,’ he said, ¢ verily you are right heartily
welcome to me, for by my troth, if I shall say sooth, I have not
seen this year so merry a company at this inn at once. I would
fain make mirth if I but knew how. And I have even now be-
thought me of a mirthful thing to give you pleasure, which
shall cost nothing. You go to Canterbury,— God speed you,
and the blessed martyr duly reward you! I know full well,
along the way you mean to tell tales and make sport, for in truth
it is no comfort nor mirth to ride by the way dumb as a stone.

e ——

. s ormare
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And therefore, as I said, I will make you sport. If it please
you all by common consent to stand by my words and to do as
I shall tell you, now by my father’s soul (and he is in heaven)
to-morrow as you ride along, if you be not merry, I will give
you my head. Hold up your hands, without more words !’

Our mind was not lonito seek. We thought it not worth
debating, and agreed with him without more thought, and bade
him to say his verdict as he would.

¢ Lordings,” quoth he, ¢ pray hearken now, but take it not, I
pray you, disdainfully. To speak briefly and plainly, this is the
point, that each of you for pastime shali tell two tales in this jour-
ney to Canterbury, and two others on the way home, of chances
that have befallen whilom. And whichever of);'ou bears him best,
that is to say, that tells now._tales most instructive and diverting,
shall have a suKPer at the expense of us all, sitting here in this
place, beside this post, when we come back from Canterbury.
And to add to your sport, I will gladly go with you at mine own
cost, and be your guide. And whoever opposes my judgment
shall pay all that we spend on the way. If you agree that this
be so, tell me now, without more words, and straightway I will
plan therefor.’

We agreed to this thing and pledged our word with glad hearts,
and prayed him to do so, and to be our ruler and to remember and
judge our tales, and to appoint a supper at a certain price. We
would be_ruled at his will in great and small, and thus with one
voice we agreed to his judgment. Thereupon the wine was
fetched, and we drank and then each went to rest without longer
stay.
yOn the morrow, when the day began to spring, our host
arose and played Chanticleer to us all, and gathered us in a flock.
Forth we rode, a little faster than a walk, to St. Thomas-a-
Waterings. There our Host drew up his horse and said,
¢ Hearken, lordings, if you will. You know your agreement ; I
remind you of it. If evensong and matins accord, let see who
shall tell the first tale. So may I ever drink beer or wine,
whoso rebels a%ainst my judgment shall pay all that is spent on
the journey. Now draw cuts, ere we separate further; he who
has the shortest shall begin the tales. Sir Knight, my master
and my lord,’ quoth he, € now draw your lot, for this is my will.
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Come nearer, my lady Prioress, and you, sir Clerk, be not
shamefast, study not; lay hand to, every man of you.’

Anon every one began to draw, and in short, were it b
chance or not, the truth 1s, the lot fell to the Knight, at whicK
every one was full blithe and glad ; he must tell his tale, as was
reason, according to the ‘a’%reement which ye have heard, — what
need of more words? hen this good man saw it was so, as
one discreet and obedient to his free promise he said, ¢ Since I
begin the sport, what! in God’s name, welcome be the cut!
Now let us ride on, and hearken to what I say.’

And at that word we rode forth on our journey. And he
began his tale anon with right glad cheer, and spoke in this wise.

Here endeth the Prologue of this book : and here beginneth the firs
tale, which is the Knight's Tale. T

JIamque domos patrias, Scithice post aspera gentis
Prelia, laurigero, etc.

Whilom, as old histories tell us, there was a duke called
Theseus, lord and ruler of Athens, and in his time such a con-
queror that there was none greater under the sun. He had
subdued many a rich country, and what with his wisdom and
his knighthood had conquered all the kingdom of the Amazons,
which whilom was called Scythia. He wedded the Queen
Hippol{ta and brought her home with him to his country in
great glory and pomp, and her young sister Emily with her.
And tﬁus with victory and melody 1 leave this rioble duke riding
on to Athens, with all his host in arms behind him.

And were it not too long to hear, certes I would have told
you fully how the kingdom of the Amazons was won by Theseus
and his knightly valor; and, whilst I was about it, of the great
battle betwixt tzc Athenians and the Amazons; how Hippolyta
was besieged, the fair, hardy queen of the Scythians ; of her wed-
ding-feast, and of the tempest at her home-coming. But all
that I must forbear now; God wot, I have a large field to
plough, and mine oxen are but weak. The remainder of my
tale 1s long enough, and eke I would not hinder any of this
company ; let every comrade in turn tell his tale, and let see who
shall win the supper. And where I left off I will begin again.
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When this duke was come well-nigh to the town in all his
triumph and highest pomp, he cast his eye at one side and was
ware of a company of ladies, clad in black, kneeling in the high-
way, two by two. But such a cry and woe they made that no
living creature in this world heard ever such another; nor would
they stint this crying till they had caught the reins of his bridle.

“What folk are you that disturb the festival of my home-
coming thus with lamentations?’ quoth Theseus. ¢ Have you
so great ill-will toward my honors that you so complain and cry ?
Or who has done you ill? Tell me if it may be amended, and
why you are thus clothed in black.’

The eldest lady of them all spoke (but first she swooned
with such a deathly look that it was pitiful to see): ¢ Lord, to
whoas granted victory and to live as a conqueror,
your glory and honor grieve us not. We beg for succor and for
mercy upon our woe and distress. Of your nobility let fall some
drop of pity upon us wretched women ; for certes, there is none
of us all, lord, but has been a queen or a duchess. Now are we

yoor_caitiffs, as men may see, thanks to’mgﬁgér\%c
“wheel Dthat ensures not prosperity to any estate. “certes,

lord, here in the temple of the goddess Clemency we have been
all this fortnight awaiting your coming. Now help us, lord,
since it is within your power! I, wretch that I am, thus weep-
ing and wailing, was once wife to King Capaneus, who perished
athhebes, curgsed be the day! And %ve wEo are in thig plight
and make this lament all lost our husbands whilst the siege %ay
about that town. And now, alack! old Creon who is now lord
of Thebes, full of ire and iniquity, of his tyrannical malice has
drawn the dead bodies of our slain lords upon an heap, to do
them indignity, and will suffer them by no means to be either
buried or burned, but in scorn gives them to hounds to eat.’
And with that word, without more ado, they all fell on their
faces and cried piteously, ¢ Have some mercy upon us wretched
women, and let our woe sink into your bosom !’

The noble duke sprang from his courser with pitying heart,
when he heard them speak; his heart wellnigh broke when he
saw them who had once been of high degree so piteous and cast
down. And he raised them all up in his arms and comforted
them full kindly, and swore an oath that, as he was a true knight,
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he would strive to take such vengeance upon eon
that all the people of Greece should tell how he was served by
Theseus, as a man that had well merited his death. And right
anon, without more delay, he unfurled his banner and rode forth
to Thebes with all his host. No nearer to Athens would he
travel, nor take his ease half a day, but lodged that night far on
toward Thebes, and anon sent Hippolyta tﬁe queen and Emily
her fair young sister to abide in tEe town of Athens; and then
onward he rode. There is no more to be told.

The red image of Mars with spear and targe so shone upon
his broad white banner that all the fields glittered round about.
And by his banner was borne his pennant of gold full
rich, whereon was hammered out the Minotaur, which he had
slain in Crete. Thus rode this duke, this conqueror, and in his
host all the flower of chivalry, till he came to Thebes and dis-
mounted in a fair open field where he thought to fight. To tell
shortly of this matter, he fought with Creon, King of Thebes,
like a worthy knight, and slew him in manly wise in open battle,
and put his folk to rout; and then by assault he won the city
and rent down wall and beam and rafter. He restored to the
ladies the bones of their husbands, to perform their obsequies
which were then in use. But it were all too long to tell the
clamor and lament of the ladies at the burning of the bodies, and
the great honor done them by the noble conqueror Theseus,
when they departed from him. To be brief 1s all my wish.
When this worthy duke had slain Creon and thus won Thebes,
he took his rest in the field all that night and then dealt with
all that country as he would.

After the battle and defeat, the pillagers were busy to search
through the heaps of dead, to strip them of harness and gar-
ments; and so befell that in the heap they came upon two
young knights, lying hard by each other, pierced through and
through by many a grievous, bloody wound, both bearing arms
. of one_style, richly wrought; of which two, the one was called
. Arcite and the other knight Palamon)| They were not fully
alive nor fully dead, bt by théir esciittheons and their accoutre-
ments the heralds knew them amongst the rest to be of the
royal blood of Thebes and born of two sisters. Out of the heap
the pillagers dragged them, and bore them softly to Theseus’ tent.

C
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And he despatched them full soon to Athens to dwell in prison
perpetually ; no ransom would he take. And when this worthy
duke had done this, anon he rode homeward with all his host,
crowned with laurel like a conqueror, and there in joy and honor
he lived to the end of his life; what need of more words? And
Palamon and Arcite in a tower dwelt in anguish and woe; no
gold should free them.

This passed on by day and by year till it befell, once upon
.| a May morning ere daybreak, that Emily, who was fairer to see
-1 than the lily upon its green stalk, and fresher than the May with
its new flowers (for-her. cheeks strove with the rose, I know not
which was the fairer), Emily, I say, as was her wont, had arisen
and was all ready clad, for May will have no slug-a-beds. The
- season pricks every gentle heart and arouses it out of sleep and
says, ¢ Arise, pay thy service.” Thus Emily bethought her to
rise and do honor to May. She was full freshly clothed and
her yellow hair was braided in a tress behind her back, a yard
long, I trow; and in the garden at sunrise she walked up and
down gathering the red and white flowers at will, to make a deli-
cate garland for her head; and she sang heavenly, like an angel.

This great tower so thick and strong, where the knights
were imptisoned, was the chief donjon of the castle and joined
with the wall of the garden where Emily was diverting her.
Clear was the morning and bright the sun, and Palamon, the wo-
ful prisoner, was risen and by his jailer’s leave, as was his wont,
was pacing in a chamber on high, whence he saw all the noble city,
and cke the garden, full of its green branches, where this fresh
Emily was walking and rambling up and down. Palamon, the
sorrowful prisoner, went about pacing to and froin the chamber,
complaining to himself of his misery. Full often he cried, Alas
that he was born! And so befell, by chance or hap, that through
a window set thick with many an iron bar, great and square as
any beam, he cast his eye upon Emily, and therewith he started
and cried ‘Ah!,” as though he were stricken through the heart.
And at that cry Arcite anon started up and said, ¢ Cousin mine,
what ails you that you are so pale and deathlike to look upon ?
Why cried you out? Who has done you hurt? For the love
of God, take our prison all in patience, for it may be none other-
wise. This adversity was given us by Fortune. Some evil
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aspect or disposition of Saturn by some constellation has given
us this, though we had vowed it should not be. So stood the
heavens when we were born, and we must endure it; this is
all” '

This Palamon answered anon, ¢ Cousin, in sooth this thought
of yours is vainly imagined. This prison caused not my groan.
I have got but now a wound through mine eye into my heart,
that will be my death. The fairness of that lady whom I see
yonder in the garden, roaming to and fro, is cause of all my
crying and pains. I know not whether she be woman or
ﬁoddess; but in very sooth I trow it _is Venus.’” Therewithal

e fell upon his knees and said, ‘Venus, if it be thy will to
transfigure thee here'in this garden thus before me, a sorrow-
ful wretched creature, help us to escape out of this prison. But
if my destiny be decreed by eternal word that I die in prison,
have some compassion upon our lineage that is brought so low
. by tyranny.

And upon that, Arcite began to espy where this lady roamed
about, and the sight of her beauty so hurt him that if Palamon
was sore wounded Arcite was hurt as much or worse; and he said
piteously with a sigh, ¢ The fair beauty of her who roams in yon-
der spot suddenly slays me, and if I have not her pity and her
grace, at least to see herj I am but dead ; and there an end.’

When Palamon heard these words, he looked at him furi-
ously and answered, ¢ Say you this in earnest or sport ?’

¢ Nay, in earnest, by my faith,” quoth Arcite. So God help
me, I have full little stomach for sport!’

This Palamon began to knit his brows. ¢ It were no great
honor to you,” quoth he, ‘to be false or a traitor to me your
cousin and sworn full deep to be your brother; as each of us is
pledged that never, till death part us two, though we die by tor-
ture, shall either of us hinder the other in love or in any case,
dear brother; but that you should faithfully further me in
every case and I shall further you. This was your oath, and,
of a surety, mine also; I know right well you dare not gainsay
it. Thus you are pledged to be my trusty friend, and now you
would falsely be about loving my lady, whom I love and serve
and ever shall till my heart die. Now, certes, false Arcite, you
shall not so. I loved_ her first and told you my pain, as to my

(—f—"' /__._
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trusty friend and my brother pledged to help me as I said.
Wherefore you are bound as a knight to help me if you can, else
are you false, I hold.’ ,

Arcite spake again full proudly : *You will be seen to be
false ere I am; and you are false, I tell you flatly. For with
earthly love I loved her ere you did. What will you say?
You knew not but now whether she were goddess or woman.

_Yours is a holy sentiment, and mine is love as toward a creature;
‘whereforé I told you'my case as to my cousin and sworn brother.
Put case you loved her first. Know you not well the old clerk’s
saying,
““Who on a lover sets a law?’’

By my pate, love is a greater law than can be given to any man
on the earth. And therefore all human law and decrees and
such-like are broken every day for love by folk: in every station.
A man must needs love in spite of his teeth! He cannot flee
it though he die, be she maid, married, or widow. And eke you
are not likely, all your life, to stand in her grace, and no more
shall I'; for you know full well that you and I are doomed to

rison perpetually, no ransom shall help us. We strive like the
ﬁounds for the bone, that fought all day and won naught;
amidst all their rage came a kite and bore away the bone from
betwixt them. Therefore at the king’s court each man for him-
self is the only rule, my brother. iove if you will, for I love
and ever shall, dear brother, and truly this is all. We must re-
main here in this prison and each of us take his lot !’

Great and long was the strife betwixt them, if I had but
leisure to tell it ; but to the point. It hapaed@n_a..da_ (to tell
it you shortly) that a worthy duke named{Pirothous,|comrade
unto duke Theseus since they were little children, was come to
Athens to visit his fellow, as he was wont, and to divert himself.
For he so loved none other man in this world, and Theseus
loved him as tenderly; so well they loved that when the one was
dead, in very sooth his friend went and sought him down in hell,
as the old books say. But that story I list not write. Duke
Pirothous loved Arcite well, and had known him at Thebes many
a year. Finally, at the prayer of Pirothous, Duke Theseus
released him from prison without ransom, to go freely where he
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would on such terms as I shall tell you. This in short was the
agreement of Arcite, that if ever in his life he were found by
day or night in any realm of Theseus and were caught, he should
lose his head by the sword. There were no better terms, but he
took his leave and sped homeward. Let him beware, his neck is
in pledge!

How great is Arcite’s sorrow now ! He feels death stab him
through his heart. He weeps, wails, piteously cries, and watches
a time to slay himself privily. He said, ¢ Alas the day that I was
born! Now is my prison worse than ever ; now I am doomed
forever not to purgatory but to hell. Alas that ever I knew
Pirothous ; else I had dwelt with Theseus evermore fettered in
his prison. Then had I been in bliss, not woe. Though I never
win the grace of her whom I serve, only the sight of her would
have sufficed me right well. O dear cousin Palamon, thine is

the victory in this thing. Full Blissfully “mayst thou dwell in
rison,—in prison ! — nay, in paradise, certes. Well h
@ cast the die for_thee, who iast the sight of her, as I only ..

the absence! For it is possible, since thou art near her and art

a knight, a worthy and an able, by some chance of changeful For-

tune thou mayst sometime attain thy desire. But I that am

exiled and so barren of all grace and hope that neither earth, wa-

ter, fire nor air, nor any creature made of them, can help or give '

me comfort, well may I die in distress and despair! %arcwell Bﬂ(’j{

my life, my joy and gladness! Alas, why complain folk so c;-‘]

erally of qu' rovigence orof Fortune, that full often gives them

in manifold wise better hap than they could choose for themselves?

One man desires riches, which become cause of his murder or

Ereat sickness. Another would fain be out of prison; and at

ome he is slain by his household. Herein is infinite peril; we

wot not here what thing we pray for. We fare as a man drunk

as a rat; a drunken man knows well that he has an house, but not

the right way thither, and for him slippery is the path thereto |

Certes, so fare we in this world. We seek diligently after fe-

licity, but in sooth go wrong full often. Thus may we all say,

and chiefly I, that supposed and had a great notion that if I could

escape from prison I were in weal and perfect joy, where now I

am exiled from my weal. Since I cannot see thee, Emily, I ar

but dead ; naught can cure me.’ T
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On the other hand, Palamon, when he knew Arcite was gone,
made such sorrow that the great tower resounded with his clamor
and lament, and the very E:tters about his great shins were wet
with his bitter, salt tears. ¢ Alas!” quoth he, ¢ my cousin Arcite,
the profit of all our strife is thine, God wot. Thou walkest now
at large in Thebes, and givest little thought to my woe. With
thy wisdom and manhood thou mayst assemble all the folk of
our kindred and make so sharp war upon this city that by some
chance or treaty thou mayst have her to wife and lady for whom
I must die. For by way of possibilities, great is thine advantage,
since thou art a lord, and at large and ftree from prison, above
mine, that die here in a cage. Whilst I live I must weep and
wail with all the woe of a prisoner, and eke with the pain that
love gives me, which doubles all my torment” Therewith the
fire of jealousy blazed up within Kis breast and seized him so

. madly by the heart that he was livid as a box-tree to look upon,
or as the dead and cold ashes.
Qjwa r Then he said, ‘O cruel gods, that govern this world with
- the bond of your eternal word, and write your laws and eternal
( decrees upon tables of adamant, how is mankind more bounden
“unto you than the sheep that cowers in the fold? Man is slain
\ like any beast, and dwells eke in prison and constraint, and is
sick and in adversity, and ofttimes guiltless, in faith. What just
i governance is in this Providence that so torments the innocent?
; And yet this increases all my pain, that man is bound to his duty,
- for_God’s_sake to._refrain from his desifes, where a beast may
., fulfill all its pleasure. And when a beast is dead, its trouble is
§E5§t, but after death a man must weep and lament though he
! have had care and woe in this world. Without doubt it may be
¢ thus; the answer to all this I leave to divines, but well I wot
. that on this earth is great sorrow! Alas! I see a serpent or a
; thief, that has done mischief to many a faithful man, go at large
 and where he list. But I must be in prison through Saturn
and the jealous rage of Juno, who has destroyed wellnigh
_all the blood of Thebes and laid waste its wide walls. And
;on the other hand, Venus slays me for jealousy and fear of
rcite.’
Hy &,\ Now for a season will I leave Palamon ever lying in prison,
X

and will tell you forth of Arcite.
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The summer passed, and the long nights doubled both the
bitter pain of the lover and of the prisoner. I wot not which has
the wofuller occupation! For, to tell shortly, Palamon is perpet-
ually doomed to prison, to die in chains and fetters; and Arcite
is exiled on pain of death from that country for evermore, and
nevermore sEall he see his lady. .XYe_ lovers, I ask now the
question, which is in the worse case, Palamon or Arcite? The
one may see hi§ lady-daily, but must dwell.ever-in prison. The !

other may ride or walk where he list, but shall never see his lady

more. Now ye that know how, deem as ye list, for I will teil |
forth as I began. ;
Explicit. prima pars.
Sequitur pars secunda.

When Arcite was come to Thebes, many a day he languished
and said ‘Alas!’, for never again should he see his lady. And
shortly to conclude of his woe, so much sorrow had never crea-
ture tKat is or shall be whilst the world shall last. He was be-
reft of sleep, meat and drink, and waxed lean and dry as a stick;
his eyes hollow, grisly to see, his hue sallow, pale as cold ashes.
He was ever solitary, wailing all night and making his moan.
If he heard songs or instruments of music, then would he weep
and could not be consoled. So feeble and low and changed were
his spirits, that none could recognize his speech nor his voice
though they heard them. And in his transports he fared not
only as if he had the lover’s malady of Eros, but rather like mad-
ness engendered of melancholy in the cell of imagination in his
brain. In short, both disposition and habits of this woful lover,
lord Arcite, were turned all upside-down.

Why should I endite all day of his woe? When he had en-
dured a year or two of this cruel torment in Thebes his country,
on a night as he lay in his sleep the winged god Mercury seemed
to stand before him, and bade him be of goog cheer. In his hand
upright he bore his wand of sleep, and upon his bright hair he
wore a hat ; in such guise he came, Arcite took heed, as when he
put Argus to sleep. And thus he spoke to him: ¢ Thou shalt
to Athens; there an end of thy woe 1s prepared.’
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And at that word Arcite started up. ¢ Now truly,” quoth he,
“howsoever I pay for it, I will fare straightway to Athens. Not for
the dread of death will I fail to see my lady whom I love and
serve. I reck not though 1 die, if I behold heronce!’ And with
that word he caught up a great mirror and saw that all his hue
was changed, and his visage all of another fashion; and it ran
into his mind anon that since his face was so disfigured with his
* malady, he might well, if he bore him humbly, live in Athens
unknown evermore and see his lady wellnigh daily. And anon
he changed his garb to that of a poor laborer, and all alone save
for a squire, who was disguised poorly as he was and knew all his
secret, he took the nearest way to Athens; and on a day he went
to the court, and at thegate proffered his service to drudge and
draw whatsoever men should bid him. And shortly to end this
matter, he fell into office with Emily’s chamberlain, who was
wise and could well espy a good servant. Well could Arcite
hew wood and carry water, for he was young and mighty therein,
and strong and big of bones to do whatever he was bid. A year
or two he was in this service, pa?e of;_g_h& chamber to Emily the

bright, and he called his name .Ehflostratc} But never in the
court was half so well beloved a man of his'station ; for he seemed
so noble a person that his renown spread throughout the court.
They said that it were a charity for Theseus to raise his station,
and put him in worshipful service, where he might employ all his
powers. Thus within a while the report of his deeds and fair
tongue was so spread abroad that Theseus took him unto him-
self as squire of his chamber, with gold enough to maintain his
station. And eke from year to year men brought him full privily
his revenue from his own country; but this he spent in so
seemly and cunning wise that no man wondered whence he had
it. And three years he led his life in this wise, and bore him
so in war and in peace that Theseus held no mandearer. And
in this bliss I now leave Arcite, and will speak a little of
Palamon.

Seven years in darkness and in horrible and strong prison
has Palamon sat, worn away with woe and hardship. ho feels
now a double wound and heaviness but Palamon, whom love so
distrains that he goes out of his wit for woe! And eke heisa
prisoner, not only for a year but perpetually. Who could prop-
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~erly in English rhyme his martyrdom? Not I, insooth. There-
fore I pass it over as lightly as I can.

Now in the seventh year, on the third night of May, as the
old books tell which relate this history more fully, were it by
chance or by destiny (as thus, that when a thing is decreed, it
shall be), it befell that Palamon, soon after midnight, by the
helping of a friend broke his prison and fled the city as stt as
he could go. For he had given his jailer to drink of a cordial,
made of a certain wine with narcotics and fine opium of Thebes,
so that all that night, though men should smite him, he could
not awake, but slept ever. And thus Palamon fled away as fast
as ever he could. The night was short and dawn at hand; he
needs must hide, and to a grove hard by he crept with fearful
foot. For in short this was his intent, to hide him in that grove
all day and at night to take the road toward Thebes, and pray

his friends to help him war upon Theseus; and in brief, either -

he should lose his life or win Emily in marriage. This is the
sum of it, and his full intent. :

Now will I return again to Arcite, who little wist how nigh
was his trouble till Fortune had brought him in the snare. The
busy lark, messenger of day, saluted with her song the gray
morn ; and Pheebus rose up so fiery that all the orient laughed
with light; and with his beams he dried in the thickets the silver
drops ﬁangin on the leaves. And Arcite, dwelling in the royal
court with Theseus, as chief squire, was risen and looked out
upon the merry morn. To do observance to May, and thinking
ever upon his desire, he rode out of the court upon a courser,
that leapt like the flame, into the fields a mile or more to divert
him. And into that grove of which I have told you he began
by chance to take his way, to make him a garland of sprays, were
it woodbine or hawthorn leaves. And loud he sangin the bright
sun,

¢ May, with thy flowers and thy green,

Right welcome be thou, fair fresh May,
I hope to get some green this day.’

With lusty heart he sprang from his courser-into rove, and
wandered up and down along a path, wm hap was Palamon

behind a bush, that none might see him;for-sore afraid of his

apentdne
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death was he. He knew not at all that it was Arcite, — God wot
he would have trowed it full little. But the sooth is said, many
years agone,

¢ The ficld hath eyes, the wood hath ears.’

A man does right well to bear a steady spirit, for ever betide un-
looked-for meetings. Little wist Arcite of his old comrade, who
was so nigh to hear all that he said, for Palamon sat full quietly
in the bush. ) :

When Arcite had roamed his fill, and sung his roundel lust-
ily, forthwith he fell into a study, as do these lovers in their odd,
changeful way, now in the tree-tops, now down amongst briers,
now up, now down, like a bucket in a well. Even as on the
Friday now it shines and now it rains hard, so can fickle Venus
overcast the hearts of her folk ; even as her day is changeful, so
changes she her aspect ; seldom is the Friday like all the rest of
the week. When ite had sung he beEan to sigh, and without -
more ado sat him down. ¢ Alas,’ quoth he, ‘alas the day that
I was born! How long through thy cruelty wilt thou war upon
Thebes, O Juno? Alas! all the royal blood of Cadmus and
Amphion is brought to confusion. Of the lineage of Cadmus
am I, the first man that built Thebes and founded the city, and
was crowned first king thereof ; I am offspring of his true line,
and of the royal stock. And now I am such a caitiff and thrall
that I serve him as his poor squire who is my mortal enemy.
And yet Juno does me this indignity eke,— that I dare not
acknowledge my own name. Where I was wont to be called
Arcite, now am I Philostrate, not worth a farthing! Alas fell
Mars! alas Juno! thus hath your ire undone all our kindred,
save me only, and wretched Palamon whom Theseus martyrs in
his dungeon. And over all this, Love has shot his fiery dart
through my true, anxious breast so burningly, to make a final
end of me, that my death was shapen for me before my shirt!
Thou slayest me with thine eyes, Emily; thou art the cause of
my dying. I set not the value of a peascod upon all the
remnant of my care, so I could do aught to thy pleasure!’ And
with that word he fell down in a trance for a long time.

Palamon, who thought he felt a cold sword glide suddenly
through his heart, quaked for ire and could tarry no longer; but
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when he heard Arcite’s words, started as a madman up out of the
thick bushes with a pale, deathlike face, and ¢Arcite,” he said,
¢ false wicked traitor, now are you caught, who love my lady for
whom I have all this pain and woe! You are my own blood
and sworn to my confidence, as I have told you full oft before;
and have cozened Duke Theseus and falsely changed your name.
Either you or I shall die. You shall not love my lady; I alone
will love her and none other. For I am your mortal enemy Pala-
mon, and though I have no weapon here, but haveescaped by grace
of Fortune from prison, I doubt not that either I shall slay you
or you shall not love Emily. Choose whichever you will, for
you shall not escape me.’ ,

When Arcite knew him and had heard his tale, with full savage
heart he pulled out a sword and as fierce as a lion he spoke:
‘By the CE-od Who sits in heaven, were it not that you are sick
and mad for love and have no weapon here, you should never
pass out of this grove but you should die by mine hand. For I
defy the pledge and bond which you say I have made you.
What, very fool! know that love.is fre¢, and that I will love he
in spite of all your power. But have here my troth, forasmuc
as you are a worthy knight and would fain contend for her b
battle, I will not fail, but without the knowledge of any I will
be here to-morrow, by my knightly honor, and bring armor]|
sufficient for you, and you shall choose the best and leave the|,
worst for me. And this night I will bring you meat and drinkj,
enough, and clothes for your bedding. And if so be you win
my lady and slay me in this wood, you may well have your lady,
for all me.’

Palamon answered, ‘I assent.” And thus each of them
pledged his faith and parted from the other till the morrow.

Ah, Cupid, who hast no charity! Ah, kingdom that wilt
have no fellow! Full truly is it said that neither love nor lord-
ship will have a partner; and that indeed Arcite and Palamon
found.

Arcite rode anon to the town ; and on the morrow ere day-
light he privily prepared two suits of armor, each sufficient and
meet for the battle in the field betwixt them. And this armor,
alone as he was born, he carried before him on his horse, and in
the grove, at time and place appointed, this Arcite and Palamon

\
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met. Then began the color in their visages to change. Even
as the hunter in the realm of Thrace stands at a gap in the forest
with a spear, when bear or lion is hunted, and hears him come
rushing through the branches, breaking boughs and leaves, and
thinks, ‘Here comes my mortal foe; without fail, he must die or
I, for I must slay him at this gap, or he me, if ill befall me;’
so were they, and so their hue altered, as far off as each could
know the other. There was no ¢ Good-day,’ no salutation, but
straightway, without word or rehearsing, each helped the other
to arm, as courteously as if he were his dear friend; and after
that they thrust at each other wondrous long time with spears
sharp and stout. Ye might deem that Palamon in his ﬂgEting
were a mad lion and Arcite a cruel tiger. They smote together
like wild boars that froth white as foam in mad anger ; up to the
ankles they fought in blood. And in this wise I leave them
fighting, and will tell you forth of Theseus.

The Destiny, God’s general vicar, which executes over all the
world the providence which He has foreordained, so strong it is
that thougﬁ the world swore the contrary of a thing, yea or nay,
yet on a time that shall befall which befalls not again in a thousand
years. For certainly our lusts here, be they of war, or peace, of
love or hate, are all ruled by the eye aboveus. I am put now

-—~-in-mind of this by the mighty Theseus, that is so zealous on the

hunt, and chiefly in May for the great hart, that no day dawns
upon him in bed, that he is not clad and ready to ride with
huntsman and horn, and hounds before him. For in huntin
he has such delight that all his joy and passion is to be himsel%
the great harts’ destroyer, for after Mars now he serves Dian.
Clear was the day, as I have told, and Theseus in all joy
and mirth rode a-hunting royally, with his fair Hippolyta and
Emily clothed all in green; and to the grove, not far away, in
which men told him was an hart, he held the straight course, and
over a brook and so forth on his way toward the glade whither
the hart was wont to have his flight. The duke would have
a course or two at him with hounds such as he list to order.
When he had come to the opening he shaded his eyes from the
sun and looked about, and anon was ware of Palamon and
Arcite that fought furiously, as it were two boars. The bright
swords went to and fro so hideously that with the least blow it
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seemed they would fell an oak ; but what they were he wist not
at all. The duke smote his courser with his spurs and at a
bound was betwixt the two, and pulled out a sword and cried,
‘Ho! no more upon pain of losing your heads! By mighty
Mars, he shall die forthwith that I see smite a stroke! But tell
me what sort of men are you that are so bold as to fight here
without a judge or other officer, as it were in royal lists ?’

This ]galamon answered forthwith, ¢ Sire, what need of more
words? Both of us have deserved the death. Two woful
wretches we are, two caitiffs, weary of our own lives, and as you
are a just lord and judge, grant us no mercy nor escape, but slay
me first, for the love of holy charity ; but slay my fellow eke as
well. Or slay him first, for though you little know it, this is
your mortal foe, this is Arcite, that is banished from your land
on pain of death, for which he deserves to die; this is he who
came to your doors and called himself Philostrate. Thus he
has cozened you many a year. And you have made him your
chief squire, and this is he that loves Emily. For since the da
of my death is come, I fully confess that I am that woful Pala-
mon that broke your prison wickedly. I am your mortal foe,
and it is I who bear so hot a love to Emily the gright that I will
die here before her eyes. Therefore I ask my death and my doom.
But slay my companion in the same wise, for we both have de-
served to die.

The worthy duke answered anon, ¢ This is a speedy judg-
ment. Your own mouth by your confession has condemned
you, and I bear witness to it. It needs not torture you on the
rack. You shall die, by mighty Mars the red !’

The queen for her very womanhood began to weep, and so
did Emily and all the ladies in the troop. It was great pity, as
they all deemed, that ever such a mischance should befall, for
they were gentle youths, of great station, and only for love was
this combat. They beheld their bloody wounds wide and sore,
and one and all they cried, ¢ Have mercy upon us women, lord !’
and upon their bare knees down they fell, and would have kissed
his feet where -he was, until at the last his mood was softened,
for pity runs soon into a noble heart. And though at first he
quaked for ire, yet he considered in brief the trespass of them
both and the cause thereof; and although his ire arraigned them
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of guilt, yet his reason held them excused ; as thus —he con-
sidered that every man will help himself in love, if he is able,
and eke deliver himself from prison. And eke his heart had
pity upon the women, who wept ever, and anon he thought in
his nogle heart, and said softly to himself, ¢ Fie upon a lord that
will have no mercy, but be a lion in word and deed to them that
repent and tremble, as well as to a proud, scornful man who ever
upholds what he has done. That lord has little of discernment
who knows no difference in such a case, but measures pride and
humility alike.” And, in brief, when his ire was thus departed,
he began to look up with shining eyes and spoke these words
aloud: ¢ Ah, the God of Love! Benedicite, how mighty and great
a lord he is! Against his might no impediments avail; well
may he be called a god by reason of his miracles, for of every
heart he can make what he will. Lo here are this Palamon and
this Arcite, that were all quit of my prison, and might have lived
royally in Thebes, and know that I am their mortal foe and that
their death lies in my power; yet love, maugre their two eyes,
has brought them hither both to die! Look now, is not that
an high folly? Who js a fool but a lover? Behold how they
bleed, for God’s simlj heaven! ‘Are they notin a noble plight?
Thus has their lord, the god of love, paid their wages and their
erdon for serving him! And yet they that serve love deem
themselves full wise, for aught that may betide! But this is the
best sport of all, that she for whom they have this mirth thanks
them therefor no more than me; for she knows no more of this
hot to-do then a cuckoo or an hare! But all things must be
assayed, both good and bad; young or old, a man must some-
time be a fool. I wot it by myself, for in my time, years
agone, I was a servant of love. And therefore, since I know of
love’s pain, as one oft caught in his snare, and how sore it can
clutch a man, I forgive you this trespass all wholly, at the re-
quest of the queen kneeling here and eke of Emily, my sweet
sister; and you shall both anon swear to me never again to hurt
my country nor war upon me by day or night, but be my friends
in all that you can. I forgive you this trespass, every whit!’
Fairly and well they swore to him as he asked, and prayed
him for mercy and to be their good lord ; and he granted them his
grace and said thus: ¢ To speak of royal lineage and riches, each
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of you is worthy, doubtless, to wed in due season, though she
were a queen or a princess; but nevertheless, to speak of
my sister for whom you have all this strife and jealousy, you
know yourselves she may not wed two at once, though you fight
forevermore. One of you, willy-nilly, must go Whisgc in an ivy-
leaf ; this is to say, she may not have both of you, be you never
so jealous. And therefore I give you these terms, that each of

ou shall have his destiny as 1t is ordained for him, and hearken
in what manner. Lo here I set your terms! My will is this,
for flat conclusion, not to be replied to, and take it for the best,
if it like you ; that each of you go where he list, freely, without
ransom or control, and this day fifty weeks, neither more nor less,
each of you shall bring an hundred knights, armed in all perfec-
tion for the lists, ready to contend for her in battle. And thisI
promise you, without fail and upon my troth as a knight, that
whichever of you both that has the strength, — that is to say,
whether he or you with your hundred that I spoke of can slay
your adversary or drive out-of the lists, to him shall I give-
Emily, to that one who%@&m&mﬁ@g@c& The
lists I shall make here, and God so surely have mercy upon my
soul as I shall be an even and faithful judge! None other terms
shall you make with me, but that one of you shall be either dead
or prisoner. And if this seem to you well said, speak your
mind, and hold you content. This end and conclusion I set
you!’

Whose look is _light now but Arcite’s? Who springs up for
joy but Palamon? ho could tell or write of the joy there
when Theseus granted so fair a grace? But down on their knees
went every wight and thanked him with heart and soul, and chief-
est the Thebans many times over. And thus with good hope
and blithe hearts they took their leave, and rode homeward to
Thebes, with its broad old walls.

Explicit secunda pars.

Sequitur pars tercia.

I trow men would deem me negligent if I forget to tell of
Theseus’ outlay, who went busily to work to build up royal lists ;
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such a noble theatre I dare to say was nowhere in this world.
The circuit was a mile around, with a wall of stone and a ditch
without. Round was the shape, in a circle, full of steps to the
height of sixty paces, so that when a man was set on one step he
hindered not his neighbor behind from seeing. Eastward stood
a gate of whitc marble, and even such another opposite west-
ward ; and, to conclude briefly, within a like space was no such
fabric on the earth. For there was no crafty man in the land
that knew geometry or arithmetic, nor any cunning portrayer nor
carver of images, that Theseus gave him not meat and hire to
plan and build the theatre. And to do his rites and sacrifice, he
built an oratory and an altar eastward above the gate, in honor
of Venus, goddess of love; and westward, in commemoration of
Mars, he built even such another, that cost an huge load of gold.
And northward, in a turret on the wall, Theseus had wrought in
noble wise an oratory rich to behold, of white alabaster and coral
red, in honor of Dian the chaste.

And I have yet forgotten to describe the noble carving, the
portrayings, the devices, the emblazonings and the figures in
these three oratories. First, in the temple of Venus ye might
have seen wrought upon the wall, in imagery piteous to behold,
the broken sleeps and cold sighs, the sacred tears and lamentings,
the fiery pangs of desire that love’s servants endure in this liE:$ ;
the oaths which secure their covenants ; pleasance and hope, de-
sire and foolhardiness, beauty and youth, mirth, riches, love-
charms and violence, deceits, flattery, extravagance, anxiety and
jealousy (that wore a garland of yellow marigolds, with a cuckoo
sitting on her hand) ; feasts, instruments of music, singing with
dancing, ﬁleasurcs and gay garments, with all the circumstance
of love which I have reckoned and shall reckon, were painted
by order upon the wall, and more than I can make mention of.
In sooth all the mount of Citheron, where Venus has her prin-
cipal dwelling, was drawn upon the wall, with all the garden and
the lustiness thereof. Idleness, the porter, was not forgotten,
nor Narcissus: the fair of long ago, nor the folly of King Solo-
mon, nor yet the great strength of Hercules; the enchantments
of Medea and Circe, nor the hardy fierce heart of Turnus, nor
the rich Creesus, captive and in servitude. Thus may ye see
that neither wisdom nor riches, beauty nor cunning, strength
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nor hardihood can hold rivalry with Venus, for she can guide all
the world as she list. Lo, all these folk were so caught in her
snare till for woe they cried full oft ¢ Alas!’” One or two en-
samples shall suffice here, though I could reckon a thousand
more. The naked statue of Venus, glorious to look upon, was
floating in a great sea, and from the navel down all was covered
with green waves, bright as any glass. She had a lyre in her
right hand, and on her head a rose-garland, fresh and well-smell-
ing, and seemly to see. Above her head fluttered her doves,
and before her stood her son Cupid, blind, as he is often shown,
with two wings upon his shoulders. He carried a bow and
bright, keen arrows.

Why should I not tell you as well the portrayings on the wall
in the temple of mighty Mars thered? The walls were painted, in
length and breadth, like to the inner parts of the grisly, great
temple of Mars in Thrace, in that cold, frosty region where
Mars has his supreme habitation. On the wall was painted first
a forest, in which dwelt neither beast nor. man, with barren old
trees, knotty and gnarled, with sharp and hideous stumps.
Through it ran a rumbling and a rushing noise, as though every
bough should break in the tempest. Beneath a hill, under the
slope, stood the temple of armipotent Mars, wrought all of bur-
nisﬁed steel, the portal deep and narrow, ghastly to see; and
thereout came such a raging ilast as made all the gates to shake.
The chill light from the north shone in at the door, for window
in the wall was there none through which men could discern any
light. The doors were all of everlasting adamant, clamped over-
thwart and endlong with tough iron, and every pillar that strongly
held the temple aloft was of the bigness of a tun and of bright and
shining iron.

There I saw first the dark contriving of felony and all the com-
passing thereof; cruel ire, red as a coal ; the pick-purse and eke
pale dread ; the smiler with a knife under the mantle; the stable
burning in its black smoke; the treacherous murder in the bed,
and open war with wounds all bleeding, and strife with bloody
knife and sharp menace. That sorry spot was all full of shrieks.
Further on I saw there the slayer of himself with his hair bathed
in his heart’s blood ; the nail driven in the temples by night;
cold death upon his back, with mouth gaping. In the midst of
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the fane sat misfortune, with dejection and sorry visage. Farther
yet 1 saw madness laughing in his frenzy, armed complaint,
outcry and fierce fury; thecorpse in the bushes with throat cut;
a thousand slain, but not by pestilence; the tyrant with his
prey ravined by force, and t{c town utterly left in ruins.  Yet
again I saw the dancing ships burned, the hunter strangled by
the wild bears, the sow devouring the child in the very cradle,
the cook scalded, for all his long spoon. Naught_was forgotten
that comes by the evil asmcta.oEMars. The carter rutiover by
his caitlay-full-lowunider the wheel. There were also, of Mars’
clan, the barber, the butcher, and the smith forging sharp swords
upon his anvil. And above, in a tower, was depicted conquest
sitting in great state, with the sharp sword han inﬁ above him by
a subtle thread of twine. The slaughter of %u ius Caesar was
painted there, and of great Nero and Antony. Albeit they were
unborn at that time, yet so long before were their deaths through
the menacing of Mars depicted in clear blazonry. So was it shown
in those portrayals even as it is drawn at large in the stars of
heaven, who shall be slain and who die for love. One or two en-
samples from old histories shall suffice; I cannot reckon them all
even though I would.

The ‘statue of Mars stood armed upon a chariot, grim as a
madman, and over his head shone two figures of stars called in
clerks’ writings Puella and Rubeus; in this guise was the god of
arms shown. A wolf stood before him at his feet, red-eyed and
devouring a man. With subtle pencil were these figures depicted,
to the glory of redoubtable Mars.

Now to the temple of Dian the chaste I will get me as fast as I
can, to tell you all the description thereof. The walls up and down
were painted with ensamples of hunting and of shamefast chastity.
There I saw how woful Callisto, when Dian was angered with
her, was turned from a woman to a bear (and she was made the
lode-star afterwards). Thus was it painted, I can tell you no

© more; her son is a star cke, as men may behold. There I saw
. Dane, turned into a tree; I mean not the goddess Dian, but the
! daughter of Peneus, that was named Dane. There I saw

{ Actzon made an hart, for vengeance because he saw Dian all
\ naked; I saw also how his hounds caught and devoured him be-
* cause they knew him not. There was painted eke how Atalanta
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hunted the wild boar, with Meleager and many another, for which
Dian wrought him woe. There I saw many another wondrous
history, which I list not call to mind. This goddess sat full high
on an hart, with small hounds about her feet, and underneath her
feet she had a waxing moon that would soon wane. Her statue
was clothed in green, bow in hand and arrows in a quiver. Her
eyes she cast adown full low, where Pluto holds his dark region.
Before her was a woman in travail, and because her child was so
long unborn she called full piteously upon Lucina, ‘ Help, for
thou canst better than any.” Fair and lifelike could he make his
likenesses that wrought her, and many a florin he paid for his
colors.

Now were these lists all made, and Theseus, who at his own
great cost had thus every whit appointed the temples and the
theatre, was wondrous well pleased. But I will pass on a little
from Theseus, and speak of Arcite and Palamon.

The day of their returning approached, when each should
bring an hundred knights to contest in battle as I told you;
and to Athens each of them came to keep his covenant, with an
hundred knights all well and duly armed for the combat. And
verily many a man said that never since the world was, as far as
God has made sea or land, was so noble a fellowship, of a few
men, in the knightly exploits of their hands. For every wight
that loved chivalry and would fain have an exalted name had
prayed to be in those jousts. Joyful was he that was chosen !
For ye know well that, if such a case-befell. to-morrow, every
lusty knight that had his strength and was acquainted with love
would be eager to be there.. .. To fight for a lady — benedicite, it
weré a lusty sight to see! And so it was with many a knight
that came with Palamon. One would be armed in a hauberk,
a breastplate and a light jupon ; some would wear a pair of broad
plates on front and back ; some would have a Prussian shield
or target ; some would be armed well on their legs, and have an
ax or a steel mace. There is no new guise that is not old.
Armed they were, even as I have said, each after his own
conceit.

There you might have seen, coming with~Palamon, the
great king of Thrace, Lycurgus himself. Black was his beard
and manly his visage.~~His-eyes-glowed of a hue betwixt yellow
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and red, and like 2 griffin he looked about, with shaggy hairs in
his dogged brows, his limbs great, his brawn hard, his shoulders
broad, his arms round and long. And as the manner was in his
country, full high he stood upon a chariot of gold, with four
white bulls in the traces. Instead of an armorial tunic over his
harness, he had an ancient bearskin, coal-black, with yellow
nails bright as any gold. His long hair was combed down
behind, and shone black as any raven’s feather ; on his head was
a diadem of gold as great as an arm, of huge weight, set full
of bright stones, of fine rubies and diamonds. About his
chariot marched white mastiffs, twenty and more, as great as any
steer, to hunt at the lion or hart ; and followed him with collars
of gold and holes filed therein, and muzzles fast bound. An
hundred lords armed full well he had in his troop, with hearts
stern and stout.

With_Atrcite, as men read in the histories, came riding, like
Mars, the god of arms, the great treus, king of Ind, upon
a bay steed trapped in steel and covered with a diapered cloth of
Fold. His tunic, blazoned with his arms, was of cloth of Tartary,
aid with pearls, white, round, and great. His saddle was of
burnished gold, fresh forged. A short mantle hung upon his
shoulders, stiff with red rubies sparkling as fire. His crisp hair
ran in rings, yellow, glittering as the sun. His nose was high,
his lips full, his eyes bright citron, and his color sanguine, with
a few freckles betwixt yellow and black sprinkled in his face;
and as a lion he cast his looking about. His age I reckon at
five-and-twenty ; his beard was well begun to spring, and his
voice as a thunderous trump. Upon his head he wore a gar-
land of green laurel, fresh and lusty to see; and upon his hand
he bore for his pleasure a tame eagle, white as any lily. He had
with him an hundred lords, all armed full richly 1n all their gear,
save for their heads. For dukes and earls and kings were gath-
ered in this noble company, trust me well, for the advancement
of knighthood and for love’s sake. On every side about this
king ran full many a tame lion and leopard.

And in this wise on the Sunday about prime these lords one
and all were come to the city and alighted. This worthy Duke
Theseus, when he had brought them into his city and lodged
them, each after his rank, took such pains to feast and entertain
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them and do them all honor that even yet men deem that no man’s
wit could amend it. The service at the banquet, the minstrelsy,
the great gifts to high and low, the rich array of Theseus’ pal-
ace, what ladies were fairest and best on the dance, or which
could best dance and sing, or who spoke of love most tenderly,
who sat first or last on the dais, what hawks were perched above,
what hounds lay on the floor, — of all this I make no mention
now ; but all the pith of it, that methinks is best to tell. Now
comes the point; hearken if you will.

The Sunday night ere daybreak, when Palamon heard the =

lark sing (though it were not day by two™ houis, yet sing the
‘lark;'and Palamon also), he arose with holy heart and high spirit
to wend on_ his pilgrimage to_the blessed benign Cytherea, I ..
mean Venus, WBigny of all reverence ; and in her iour he walked
~forth-a=foot to” the lists, and into her temple. And down he
kneeled, and with humble cheer and aching heart he said as I
shall tell you. ‘

‘Fairest of fair, daughter to Jove and spouse to Vulcan, O
Venus my lady, thou that gladdenest the mount of Citharon,

have pity on my bitter burning tears and receive mine humble . ,.

prayer at thine heart, by that love thou borest to Adon. Alas, .
I have no language to express the torments of this hell! My
heart cannot reveal my woes, I am so bewildered that I can say
naught. But mercy, lady bright, that well knowest my thought
and seest my pain; consider all this and have pity, and so surely
shall I evermore be thy true servant with all my might, and hold
warfare ever with chastity. That vow I make, so thou wilt help
me. 1 care not to boast of arms, nor ask to-morrow to have
victory, nor renown in this combat nor vain praise for mine
exploits trumpeted up and down. _ But I would fully have pos-
session of Emily, and die in thy service. ~Find-thou-the-manner
how; I reck not whether it be “better to have victory of them,
or they of me, so I have my lady in mine arms. For though
Mars be god of battle, thy virtue is so great in heaven that if
thou wilt I shall have my love. Thy temple evermore will I
honor, wherever I go, and on thine altar I will maintain a fire
and do sacrifice. And if thou deny me, my sweet lady, then I
pray that to-morrow with a spear Arcite may bear me through
.the heart. Then, when I am dead, I reck not though Arcite
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win her to wife. This is the sum and end of my prayer,— grant
me my love, thou blessed lady.’

When his orison was done, Palamon did his sacrifice anon
full devoutly, with all ceremony, though I tell not his rites now.
But at last the statue of Venus shook, and made a sign whereb
he understood that his prayer that day was accepted. For thougK
the sign showed delay, yet he knew well that his boon was
granted, and went home with glad heart.

About the third hour after Palamon set forth for Venus’
temple, up rose the sun, and up rose Emily, and hastened forth
to the temple of Dian. Her maidens that she led with her had
with them, all prepared, the fire, the incense, the vestures, horns
full of mead, as was the manner, and all the remnant that ap-
pertained to the sacrifice; naught was lacking. Whilst the
temple, full of fair hangings, smoked with sweet odors, this
Emily with mild heart washed her body with water of a spring.
But Kow she did her rite, unless it be something in general, I
dare not tell. (Yet it were a pleasure to hear more. %or a man
of blameless mind it were no harm ; it is good that a man be free
of his speech.) Her bright hair was combed and all untressed,
and on her head was set a crown of green oak, fair and meet.
She kindled two fires on the altar, and did her rites as men may
read in Theban Statius and these old books. When the fire was
kindled she spoke thus tq Dian\with pious cheer.

¢ Chaste goddess of the green woods, to whom heaven and
earth and sea are visible, queen of the low dark realm of Pluto,
goddess of maidens, that many a year hast known my heart and
what I desire, keep me now from thy wrath and vengeance, which
Actzon cruelly bore. Chaste goddess, thou well knowest that I
desire to be a maid till I die, never would I be love nor wife. I
am a maiden, thou knowest, yet of thy band, and love hunting
and the chase and to walk in the savage woods, and not to be a
wife and to be with child. I would not know man’s society.
Now lady, I adjure thee by thine own three forms, help me, since
thou canst, and grant me this one grace,— send love and peace
betwixt Arcite and Palamon, that love me so sore; and so turn
away their hearts from me that all their hot desire and love and
busy torment and flames be quenched or turned elsewhere. And
if thou wilt not favor me, or my destiny be ordered that I needs
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must have one of the two, send_me him that desires me most.
Goddess of clean chastity, behold the bitter tears that drop on
my cheeks. Since thou, a maiden thyself, art warder of us all,
keep and defend my maidenhead, and whilst I live I will serve
thee as a maiden.’ :

The fires burned steady upon the altar whilst Emily was thus
praying, but suddenly she saw a marvellous sight. For right
anon one of the fires was quenched and quickened again, and
anon after that the other fire was quenched and quite extinct.
And as it was extinguished it made a whistling as these wet brands
do when they burn, and at the end of the brand out ran as it were
many bloody drops. At which Emily was so sore aghast that
she gcgan to cry aloud and was wellnigh mad ; for she knew not
what it signified, but only called out f%r fear and so wept that it
was piteous to listen. And thereupon Dian appeared, in the
guise of an huntress with bow in hand, and said, ¢ Daughter, cease
thy heaviness. It is decreed amongst the high gods, and written
and confirmed in eternal words, that thou_shalt be wedded unto
on¢ of them that haye had so much_care and woe for.thee’; but
unto which I'may not tell.  Farewell, I may remain no longer.
The fires burning on mine altar, ere thou go hence, shall dec%are
to thee thy lot in this love matter.’

And with that word the arrows in the goddess’ quiver clat-
tered and rung aloud, and forth she went and vanished. At which
Emily was astonied, and said, ¢ Alas! what signifies this? I
put me in thy protection, Dian, and in thy control.” And home
she went straight. This is the sum of it, there is no more to
say.
In the next hour of Mars after this Arcite went forth on foot
to the temple of fierce Mars, to do his sacrifice with all the rites
of his pagan faith. With-devout heart and high reverence he
said his orison to’ Mars_right thus.

¢ O strong god, that in the cold realms of Thrace art honored
and held as lord, and in every country and Im hast in
thine hand all the bridle of war, and disposcgt fortune therein as
thou wilt, accept from me my devout sacriftes="If so be my
youth have such merit, and my might be worthy to serve thy

odhead, and I may be one of thine, then pity my pains, I pray.
or that pain and those hot flames in which thou burnedst
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for desire whilom, when thou hadst at will all the beauty of fair,
young, fresh Venus (although once on a time it went amiss with
thee, when Vulcan caught thee in his cords, alas!), for that sor-
row that was in thine heart then, pity my bitter pains as well.
Thou knowest I am young and uncunning, and hurt more with
love, I trow, than ever was any living creature. For she who
gives me all this woe recks never if I sink or float. And well I
wot I must win her with force of arms upon the field, ere she
will promise me mercy; and well I wot without help or grace
from thee my strength cannot avail. Then help me to-morrow
in my fight, and bethink thee of that fire that whilom burned
thee, lord, as this fire now burns me; and grant that to-morrow
I may conquer. Mine be the travail, thine be the glory! Thy
supreme temple will I most revere of any place, and ever most
toil in thy strong calling and to do thy pleasure; and in thy
temple I will hang up my banner and all the arms of my fellows,
and evermore till the day I die I will maintain an eternal fire be-
fore thee. And I will bind me to this vow eke; my beard and
my hair I will give thee, that now hanIg adown long and never
yet felt offence of razor or shears, and I will be thy true servant
whilst I live. N ity on my bitter sorrows, and
give me victory; I ask of thee no more.’ T

—The prayer of Arcite the strong being done, the temple-doors
and eke the rings that hung thereon clattered full loud, at which
Arcite was somewhat aghast. The fires burned brightly upon
the altar and. illumined all the temple, and anon the ground gave
out a sweet smell. And Arcite lifted his hand and cast more
incense into the fire, and did other rites. And at last the statue
of Mars began to ring his hauberk. And with that sound Arcite
heard a murmur full low and dim which said ¢ Victory !’, where-
fore he gave laud and honor to Mars. Thus with joy and high
hope of faring well, Arcite went anon to his lodging, as fain as a
bird at the bright sun. :

Forthwith such strife for that grant began in heaven betwixt
Venus, goddess of love, and Mars, the stern god armipotent,
that JuKiter had much ado to calm it; till Saturn the pale and
cold, who knew so many things that had chanced aforetime, in
his old “experience found a manner to content either-side full
soon. Sooth is the saying, age has great advantage ; in age is
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both wisdom and experience. _Mmmnmnihsﬁ,i)_\l%l}/s)t
—outwit him+~. Anon, to appease strife and dread, albeit t ati‘ is

inst his nature, Saturn began to find remedy. |

My dear daughter Venus,” quoth he, ‘my course which
circles so widely hath more power than any man comprehends.
Mine is the drowning in the wan sea, mine the imprisoning i 'the
dark cottage, mine the strangling and the hanging by the throat ;
the murmurs, the groaning, the churls’ rebellion, the privy poison-
ing. I do vengeance and full chastisement when I dwell injthe
sign of the Lion. Mine is the ruin of high mansions, the falling
o? towers and walls on the sapper and the carpenter. When
Samson shook the pillar, it was I slew him. And mine be ithe
cold maladies, the dark treasons and ancient plots ; mine aspect
begets the plague. Weep no more now, I will do my diligence
that thine own knight Palamon shall have his lady as thou hast
promised him. ‘Though Mars may help his knight, nevertheless
at last there must be peace betwixt you ; albeit ye are not of one
nature, which causes ever such division. Weep thou no more;
I am thy grandfather, ready at thy command, and I will fulfill th‘
pleasure.’ .

Now will I leave the gods of heaven, Venus, goddess of love
and Mars; and tell you as plainly as may be the main substance
for which I began.

Explicit tercia pars. -
Sequitur pars quarta.

Great was the festival in Athens, and eke for that lusty
season of May every wight was in such mirth that they jousted
and danced all the Monday, and spent it in Venus’ high service.
But because all should be up early to see the great tourney, they
went to rest betimes that night.

When day began to spring on the morrow, there was clatter-
ing and noise of horses and mail in hostelries all about, and to
the palace rode many a troop of lords upon steeds and palfreys.
There could you have seen armor devised full rare and richly, and
wrought wellin steel-work and goldsmithry and embroidery; ﬂright
shields, horses’ trappings, steel caps, gold-beaten helmets, hau-
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berks, armorial tunics ; lords on their coursers in splendid vesture
above their armor ; knights-retainers, and squires nailing on spear-
heads, buckling helms, strapping shields and lacing with thongs.
Where need was, all were busy. Foamy steeds were gnawing
on golden bridles, armorers were spurring to and fro in haste
with file and hammer; there were yeomen on foot, and many a
burgess, with short staves in hand, as thick as they could crowd ;
pipes, trumpets, drums, clarions, that in battle sound bloody
blasts ; the palace up and down full of people holding talk, here
three, there ten, surmising as to these two Theban knights.
Some said it shall be so, some said thus, some held with him of
the black beard, some with the thick-haired, some with the bald ;
some said that one looked grim and would fight indeed, and that
one had a battle-ax that weighed twenty pound. Thus for long
the hall was full of conjecture from the time the sun began to
spri;g. '
' he great Theseus, awaked from his sleep with the minstrelsy
and noise, held yet his chamber in his rich palace till the Theban
knights with equal.honor were fetched thither. Duke Theseus
was set at a window, arrayed right as if he were a god on his
throne. The people pressed thitherward to see him and do him
high reverence, and eke to hearken to his pronouncement and
bc%lest. An herald on a scaffold proclaimed silence till all the
people’s noise was hushed, and then he declared the mighty
duke’s will.

¢ The lord duke, of his high prudence, hath considered that it
were mere destruction to noble blood, if men should now in this
emprise fight in the fashion of mortal battle. Wherefore, to
ordain that they shall not perish, he will modify his first purpose.
On pain of death, therefore, no man shall send or bring into the
lists any manner of missile, or pole-ax, or short knife ; no man
shall draw or bear by his side any short sword with sharp point
for stabbing; no man shall ride against his adversary with a
sharp-ground spear more than one course, but on foot he may
thrust, if he will, to defend himself. He that is worsted shall
be captured, not slain, but brought to the stake that shall be
ordained on either side; thither he must perforce and remain
there. And if so befall that the chieftain on either side be taken,
or else be slain, the tourneying shall last no longer. God speed
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you! Goforth, lay onhard! With macesand long swords fight
your fill. Thisis the lord duke’s decree, and now go your ways.’

The voice of the people reached the sky, so loud they cried
with joyful voice: ‘God save so good a lord, he will have no
bloody destruction!’ Up go trump and melody, and the bands
of knights ride to the lists in order through the broad city, which
was all hung with no serge but with cloth of gold. Like a lord
indeed rode this noble duke, the two Thebans on either side ; next
rode Emily and the queen,and then another company ordered
according to their station. Thus they passed througK the city
and came early to the lists. It was not yet full prime of day
when Theseus was set down in high state, and Hippolyta the
queen, and Emily, and the other ladies in tiers about. All the
crowd pressed to their &A hen through the western

gates, under the shrine ¢f Mar,/Arcitd and his hundred entered

anon with D; and at the same moment Pal and
his_men enteredffom the east under the shrine o Venus; with

anncr and hardy cheer and face. In all the world; if men
should seek up and down, were no two such companies, so even,
without inequality. None was so discerning who could say that
either had advantage of other in valor, rank orage. And they
dressed them in two fair ranks. When all their names had been
read, that there might be no guile as to their number, then were
the gates shut and a herald cried on high, ¢ Do now your devoir,
proud young knights!’ '

The heralds. left their spurring about, trumpets and clarions
rang aloud ; there is no more to say but that in either line the
spears were put full firmly in rest, in went sharP spurs into flanks,
and men saw who could ride and who could joust. Shafts were
shivering upon thick shields, one man felt the stab through the
breast-bone, up sprung spears twenty foot on high, out came
swords bright as silver, and hewed and split helms, out burst the
blood with stern red streams, with mighty imaces they crushed
bones; one thrust through the thickest of the throng, there
stumbled mighty steeds and down went knight and all, one on
foot thrust with his spear-stump, one was hurtled down with his
horse, and rolled like a ball under foot. One was hurt throu%‘h
the body, and then seized and, maugre his head, brought to the
stake, and there he must abide by agreement ; and thither one was
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brought from the other party. At times Theseus made them to
rest and refresh them, and drink if they would. Full often in
that day those two Thebans met together and wrought woe each
to his adversary ; each unhorsed the other twice. There is no
tiger in the vale of Gargaphil, when her little whelp is stolen, so
cruel on the hunt as Arcite’s jealous heart was against this Pala-
mon. Nor is a lion in Belmary so fell after the blood of his
prey, when he is hunted or mad with hunger, as Palamon to slay
Arcite his foe. The jealous strokes bit on their helms, out ran
the red blood on both their flanks.

Some time there must be an end of every deed. For ere
the sun went to rest, the strong king Emetreus made shift to
seize upon Palamon as he fought, and made his sword to bite
deep into his flesh; and by the arms of twenty he was drawn,
ever resisting, unto the stake. Striving to rescue him, the
strong king Lycurgus was borne down, and for all his valor
king Emetreus was borne a sword’s length out of his saddle, so
Palamon hit him ere he was overpowered. But all for naught,
he was dragged to the stake. His hardy heart could not help
him ; when he was caught he must abide, perforce and eke by
agreement. Who but woful Palamon sorrows now, that may
now no more go to the ﬁﬁht?

And when Theseus had seen it, he cried to the folk, who
fought ever, * Ho! no more, it is done! I shall be a faithful

o judge and artial. Arcite of Thebes shall have Emily,
t6 ”Q‘_/’ whose Agoﬁ::& has grantcd him to win her nobly,” And
28 straightway for joy of this began such an uproar amongst the

people, so loud and high, it seemed the lists would fall.

hat now can fair Venus in heaven do? What says she,
what does this queen of love? She wept so, for lack of her
desire, that her tears fell into the lists. ‘I am ever disgraced,
without doubt,’ she said.

‘Hold thy peace, daughter,’ Saturn replied. ¢ Mars hath
his will, and his knight all that he prayed for, and thou shalt be
cased ere long, by mine head !’
~  The trumpets, the heralds that called and cried on high, and

s ev all the loud minstrelsy, made high festival for joy of Lord
NIVREN Arcite. But hold your peace a little now, and hearken what
' miracle befell straightway.

‘
k % S
'«\"‘
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This fierce Arcite had doffed his helm to show his face, and
on a courser spurred down the long field, looking upward on
Emily. And she cast a friendly eye on him in return, for
women, to speak generally, follow ever the favorof fortunéyy And
in his heart she made all his cheer. Out ofw burst
an infernal Fury, sent from Pluto at request of Saturn, for fear of
which his horse suddenly turned and leapt aside and, as he leapt,
foundered ; and, ere Arcite could take heed, pitched him on the
crown of his head. He lay on the ground as lifeless, his breast
all crushed by his saddle-bows ; as black was his face as any
raven or coal, so was the blood run therein. Anon he was
borne thence with mourning unto Theseus’ castle. Then was
he carved out of his harness, and brought fairly and soon into
a bed, for he was yet alive and conscious, crying alway for
Emily.

Dyuke Theseus with all his suite and guests were come home

to A is—city with all pomp and great festivity. Albeit
thi€_misadventure )was befallen, he would not dishearten them
all. en said eke that Arcite should not die, he should be

healed of his hurt. And they were as fain of another thing,
that of them all none was killed, though they were sore wounded,
and especially one whose breast-bone was pierced by a spear.
For otEcr wounds and for broken bones some had charms and
some had salves; they drunk sa%e and physic of herbs to
Krcserve their limbs. Wherefore this noble duke cheered and

onored every man, as he well could ; and made revelry all the
long night, as was due, for the foreign lords. Nor was there
held to have been any discomfiture, but only as in a joust or a
tourneyx; there was no discomfiture, in sooth, for it is but a
misadventurgyto fall, or to be held by twenty knights and carried
unyieldingand by force unto the stake, one man alone without a
defyc':nder, dragged forth by arm, foot and toe, and his steed cke
driven forth with staves by yeomen and pages on foot. It
could not mark him with ignominy, none could call it cowardice.
Wherefore, to stop all rancor and malice, Duke Theseus anon
bade proclaim the eminence of either side to be alike, as of
brethren, and gave gifts to all after their station, and held high
festival three days; and honorably escorted the kings out of his
town a full day’s journey. And home went every man straight ;



I

{

} And certainly wherever Nature will not act,
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there was no more but, ‘Farewell, have good day!’ Of this
battle I will speak no more, but tell of Arcite and of Palamon.
Swelled the breast of Arcite, and the malady about his heart
increased more and more. The clotted blood corrupted, in spite
of any leech-craft, and remained so in his trunk that neither
breathing a vein nor cupping nor drink of herbs could help him.
The animal or expulsive virtue, which derives from that force
called natural, availed not to void the venom. The pipes of
his lungs began to swell, and every muscle in his breast and down-
ward was sore harmed with venom and corruption. Neither
vomit upward nor other physic availed him, to save his life.
Crushed was all that region, Nature no longer had dominion.
!%rewcll physic; go
bear the man to church! This is the sum of it— Arcite must
die ; wherefore he sent after Palamon, his dear cousin, and after
Emily, and then said as ye shall hear. ‘
¢ The woful spirit in mine heart cannot declare one point of
all my bitter sorrows to you my lady, that I love most; but since
my life can last no longer, to you above every creature I bequeath
the devotion of my soul. Alas for the woe! alas for the strong
pains that I have suffered for you, and through so long time!
Alas the death! alas Emily mine! alas for our parting! alas my
heart’s queen ! alas my bride, my heart’s lady, ender of my life!
What is this world, what looks a man for? Now with_his love,
. now in his cold grave alone, without any company! Farewell,
j mine Emily, my-sweet foe, and for the love of God take
._me softly in your two arms and hearken to my words.
¢ Many a day I have had strife and rancor here with my cousin
Palamon, for the love of you and for jealousy. And may Jupi-
ter so surely have mercy on my soul, to speak becomingly of a
lover and faithfully in all points, that is to say, of fidelity, {onor
and knighthood, prudence, humility, station and high kindred,
liberality and all such virtues,—so may Jupiter have part and
lot in mg soul as I know of none now in this world so worthy of
love as Palamon, who serves you and will all his life. And if
you shall ever wed, forget not the noble Palamon.’
With that word his speech began to fail, for from his feet up
to his breast had crept the cold of death that had vanquished him
and in his arms likewise the vital strength was lost and all gone.
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The intellect that dwelt in his sick and sore heart began to wane
only when the heart felt death. Dusk grew before his two eyes,
and breathing failed, but fyet he cast his eye on his lady.
His last word was ‘Your favor, Emily!’ His spirit changed
house and went to a place where I never was, I cannot tell where.
Therefore I leave off, I am no diviner; I find naught about
souls in this volume that I follow, nor care I to repeat the opin-
ions of them that write where spirits dwell. Arcite is cold and
may Mars have care of his soul ; now I will tell on of Emily.

Emily shriecked and Palamon roared, and Theseus took his
swooning sister and bore her away from the corse. What boots
it to take all day to tell how she wept both morn and night?
At such times women have such sorrow, when their husbands
have departed from them, for the more part they so grieve, or else
fall into such sickness, that certainly they die, at last.

Infinite were the sorrow and tears of folk both old and of
tender age throughout the town for the death of this knight ; for
him wept man and child. No such weeping was there, sure,
when Hector was brought, fresh slain, to Troy. Alas for the
piteous sight, — scratching of cheeks, rending of hair! ¢ Why
wouldst be dead?’ these women sobbed. ¢And hadst gold
enough, and Emily !’

I‘?o man could cheer Theseus save Zgeus, his old father,
that knew this world’s transmutation as he had seen it change
back and forth, joy after woe, woe after gladness ; and he showed
them ensamples and similitudes. ¢Even as never a man died,
that had not lived on earth in some station, even so never a
man lived in all this world,” said he, ¢that some time he died
not. This world is but a thoroughfare-full of misery, and we be
pilgriims that passto-and fro; death is an end to'every pain and
grief in this world.” "Above this he said much more to the same
effect, wisely exhorting the people to be consoled.

Duke Theseus deliberated with all anxious care where the
sepulchre of good Arcite might best be made and most honorably
to his rank. And at last his conclusion was that where first Pal-
amon and Arcite had the battle betwixt them for love, in that
same green and sweet grove where Arcite made his complaint
and bore his amorous gesires and the hot flames of love, there
he should make a fire in which the funeral office should be per-
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formed. Anon he gave orders to hew and hack the aged oaks,
and lay them on rows in pieces well disposed for burning. With
swift cht his officers ran and rode anon at his command. And
then Theseus sent after a bier and overspread it all with cloth of
gold, the richest that he had, and in the same he clad Arcite,
with white gloves on his hands, a crown of green laurel on his
head, and in his hand a bright sharP sword. He laid him on
the bier with uncovered visage, weeping so the while that it was
pity to behold. And that all the people might see the corse,
when it was day it was brought into the hall, that resounded with
the sound of lament. -

Then came this woful Palamon, with torn beard and rough
hair all ash-besprent, and then Emily, passing others in weeping,
the ruefullest in all the procession. That the service might be
the richer and more noble, Duke Theseus bade lead forth three
steeds, trapped in steel all glittering and bearing the armor of
Lord Arcite. Upon these tall white steeds sat folk of whom
one bore his shield, another held his spear upright in his hands,
and the third bore his Turkish bow, with quiver and trappings of
burnished gold; and all rode forth at a walk with sorrowful
cheer toward the grove. The noblest of the Greeks there pres-
ent carried the bier upon their shoulders, with slow pace and
eyes wet and red, through all the city by the chief street, which
was spread all with black, and hung wondrous high with the
same. On the right hand went Zgeus the old, and on the
left Duke Theseus, with vessels of pure gold in their hands full
of honey, milk, wine and blood. Then came Palamon, with a

C\\ ﬁrcat troop, and then woful Emily, with fire in her hand, to do
er office at the obsequies, as was then the usage.

High labor and full great ordinance was at the service and
the making of the pyre, which reached heaven with its green top
and stretched its arms twenty fathom in breadth ; that s to say, the
boughs reached so far. There was first laid many a load of straw.
But how the pyre was built up on high, and eke the kinds of the
trees (as oak, fir, birch, aspen, alder, holm, poplar, willow, elm,
Klanc, ash, box, chestnut, linden, laurel, maple, thorn, beech,

azel, yew, cornel), how they were felled shall not be told for all
me! And how the gods ran up and down, disinherited of their
habitation, in which they had long time dwelt in peace and rest,
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nymphs, fauns and hamadryads; and how all the beasts and
birds fled for fear when the wood was felled ; and how the ground
was aghast of the light, that was not wont to see the bright
sun; and how the fire was laid first with a bed of straw, and then
with dry sticks cloven in three, and green wood, and then with
spicery and cloth of gold and gems, and garlands hanging with
many a flower, and myrrh and incense and sweet odors ; and how
Arcite lay amongst all this and amidst what treasures; and how
Emily, as was the us?c, applied the funeral torch, how she
swooned when men made the fire and what she spoke and what
she thought; what jewels men cast into the fire when it was
burning Eigh ; how some cast shields and some spears and certain
of their vestures, and cups full of wine, milk and blood into the
furious fire; and how the Greeks in a huge company rode thrice
about the fire toward the left with loud shouts, clattering their
spears thrice ; how the ladies cried aloud thrice, and Emi%y was
led homeward ; how Arcite was burned to cold ashes; and how
the corpse-wake was held all that~tii'g'lif,~ and how the Greeks
played in the wake-games:—all this I care not to say. Nor
who wrestled best, naked and anoint with oil, nor who bore him
best in a hard pinch; nor will I tell how they went home to
Athens when the games were done. But I will go shortly to
the point and make an end of my long tale. ‘ :

fn process of certain years all the lament and mourning of
the Greeks was ended by one general accord. Then I learn a
parliament was held in Athens upon certain matters and cases,
amongst which points there was consultation concerning an alli-
ance with certain countries, and how to have full submission of
the Thebans. Thereupon this noble Theseus sent after gentle
Palamon, who little wist what was the cause; but in his black
clothes and with his sorrow he came hastening at the command.
Then sent Theseus for Emily. When they were sat down and
all the place hushed, and Theseus had tarried a season, ere a
word came from his wise bosom he fixed his eyes where he
would, and sighed softly with a grave visage, and then spoke his M
will thus.

¢ When the high First Cause and Mover created the fair chain
of love, great was the deed and high His intent; well He knew
why, anf what He designed therein. For with that fair chain of

E
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. love He bound, to certain limits that they could not flee, the
 water and the earth, the fire and the air. That same Prince and
Mover in this wretched world below has established a certain
duration of days for all that is engendered here, beyond which
days they may not pass, albeit indeed they may shorten those days.
. It needs allege none authority, for it is proved by experience;
only I would declare that which is in my mind. Then may
men well perceive by this order of things that this same Mover
is stable and eternal. Well may a man know, unless he be a
simpleton, that every part derives from its whole. Therefore
Nature took not her origin from any fragment or part of a thing,
: but from a being stable and perfect, descending thence so far till
she become corruptible. Therefore-of “His wise: providence He
His works _that species and courses of thin
. shall endure only by succéssion and not eternally. That this is
true you may well understand and plainly see. Lo the oak,
i which has so long a time of youth after it first begins to spring,
| and, as we may see, has so long a life, yet at last wastes it away.
{ Consider eke how that the hard stone under our feet, on which
| we walk and tread, yet wears down as it lies by the way. The
i broad river at last waxes dry; the great towns we see wane and
‘ pass. Then you may sec.that all these earthly things come to
an_end. Of man and woman we see well also—that at one time
or theother, in youth or else age, they must die, king and serv-
ing-boy alike; one in the deep sea, one in the broad plain, one
in his bed. Naught avails, all go that same way, and I may well
» say then that all things must die. Who has ordained things
i thus but Jupiter ‘the king, prince and cause of all creatures, con-
i verting all things agaiito-their proper-source~whence they were
. Qj;rivcd? And to strive against this avails-no-creature on earth
of any degree.-- Then_methinks. it is wisdom to_make a virtue

of necessity, and to tak&wgu‘uba%‘rmtcschew,?ﬂd_chiefest

\/ that which is decreed for us all. And whoso muriurs does folly,
and is rebel against the governor of all things.

¢ And certainly it is most™ honor to a man to die in the

flower of his excellence, when he is secure of his fair repute and

has brought no shame to himself or his friend. And when he

has breathed his last in honor, his friend ought to be gladder of

his death than if his name were grown pale with age and his valor

\
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all forgot. For a man’s glory, then, is it best to die when he is
highest in fame.-~To think the contrary of all this is wilfulness. :
V‘th'go"we heavily ? why murmur we that good Arcite, flower
of chivalry, is departed in the course of duty and in honor out .
of this life, this-foul-prison?_why. murmur here his bride and -
cousin at the welfare of him that K)vcd them so well? Will he
thank them for it? Nay, God wot, never a bit! They hurt
both his soul and eke themselves, and profit themselves not at
all. How shall I conclude after this long discourse, but that
after woe I counsel that we be merry and thank Jupiter for his
grace? And, ere we depart hence, I counsel that of two sorrows
we make one perfect joy that shall last evermore ; and look now
where most sorrow 1s, for there will we first begin and make
amends.

¢Sistér,” quoth he, ¢with the full accord of my parliament,
this is my decree, that of your grace you shall have pity on
noble Palamon, your own knight, who serves you with will, heart
and strength, and ever has since first you knew him, and that you
shall take him for lord and husband. Reach me your hand, for
this is our mandate. Show now your womanly pity. In faith, he
is a king's brother’s son ; and though he were a poor squire, he
has served you so many years in so great adversity, believe me
this ought to be considered. For gentle mercy ought to go be-
yond mere justice.’

Then said he forthwith to Palamon, €I trow there needs little
sermoning to make you assent to this. Draw nigh, take your
lady’s hand I’

Anon there was made betwixt them the bond of marriage or
matrimony by all the council and all the baronage. And thus
with all bliss and music has Palamon wedded Emily, and may
God That wrought all this wide world send him the joy of love
that has paid for it so dear. Now is Palamon livin% in all weal,
in bliss, in health and wealth. And he served Emily ever with
such noble kindness, and she loved him so tenderly, that never
was a word betwixt them of jealousy or any other vexation.
Thus end Emily and Palamon. And God save all this fair
fellowship | Amcx%

Here is ended the Knight's Tale.
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Here follow the words between the Host and the Miller.

When the Knight had thus ended his tale,in all the crowd
was there none, ymgmg or old, but said it was history and
worthy to be called to mind; and especially each of the gentle-
folk. Our Host laughed and swore, ‘So may I thrive, this
goes well!  The bag is unbuckled, let see now who shall tell an-
other tale, for truly the sport is well begun. Now you, Sir
Monk, if you can, tell somewhat to cap the Knight’s story with.’

The Miller, who had drunk himself all pile, so that he could
scarce sit his horse, would doff hood or hat of wai ind his
manners for no one, but began to cry aloud Q@ Pilate’s voicg, and
swore by arms and blood and head, I know a noble tale for
the nonce, to cap the Knight’s story with.’ :

Our Host saw that he was all drunken with ale, and said,
¢ Abide, Robin, dear brother, some better man shall speak first ;
abide, and let us go on in a seemly fashion.’

‘God’s soul!’ quoth he, “that will I not! I will speak, or
else glo‘ my way !’ *

¢Tell on, in the Devil’s name !’ answered our Host. ¢You
are a fool, your wits are afloat.’

‘Now hearken, one and all! But first,” quoth the Miller,
‘I make a protestation that I am drunk; I know it by my voice.
And therefore if I speak as I should not, blame it upon the ale
of Southwark, I pray you; for I will tell a life and alegend of a
carpenter and his wife, and how a clerk bamboozled him.’

‘No more of your prating!’ the Reeve answered and said,
¢ Let be your rude drunken ribaldry. It is great folly and sin
to injure or defame any man, and to bring women into such ill
repute. You can tell enough of other matters.’

This drunken Miller answered back anon and said, ¢ Oswald,
dear brother, he is no cuckold who has no wife. But I say not
therefore that you are one. There is many a full good wife, and
ever a thousand good to one bad, and that you know well your-
self, if you have not lost your senses. Why are you angry now
with my tale? I have a wife as well as you, perdy, yet for all
the oxen in my plough I would not be over-curious and suspi-
cious, as to deem of myself that I am a cuckold ; I will believe
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well I am none. A husband shall not pry too curiously into
God’s mysteries or into his wife’s. So he find God’s plenty for
himself, he need not enquire as to the remnant.’

. What more can I say, but this Miller would forbear his
word for no man, and told his churl’s tale in his own fashion,
and methinks I shall rehearse it here. And therefore I pray
every gentle wight, for the love of God, deem not that I tell it
thus out of evil intent, but only because I must truly repeat all- ,
their tales, be they better or worse, or else tell some of my
matter falsely. And therefore whoso will not hear it, let him
turn the leaf over and choose another tale ; for he shall find his-\
torical things enough, great and small, touching on noble deeds,’
and eke on morality and holiness. Blame not me if you choose
amiss. The Miller is a churl, you know well, and so was the
Reeve and many another, and ribaldry they told, the two of
them. Bethink you, and have me excused, and eke men must
not make earnest of sport.

.,

Here endeth the Prologue.

Here beginneth the Miller bis T ale.

Whilom there dwelt at Oxford &£ rich chm his craft a car-

penter, who took guests to board. ~With him dwelt a Poop>

C:ﬁml/:-} who had studied the liberal arts, but all his delight was

ed to learning astrology. He knew how to work out cer-

tain problems ; for instance, if men asked him at certain celestial

hours when there should be drought or rain, or what should
befall in any matter; I cannot reckon every one.

This gentle clerk was named Nicholas. He was well skilled
in secret love and pleasure, and eke ‘full sly and cautious, and as
meek as a maiden to look upon. He had a chamber to himself
in that lodging-house, without any company, and full trimly
decked with sweet herbs; and he himself was as sweet as the root
of licorice. His Almagest, and other books great and small, his
astrolabe that he used in his art, and his counters for calculat-
ing, all lay fairly by themselves on shelves at his bed’s head.
His clothes-press stood covered with scarlet frieze, and above it
lay a gay psaltery, on which he made melody at night so sweetly
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that all the chamber was full of it. He would sing the hymn
Angelus ad Virginem, and after that the King’s Note; full oft
was his merry throat exultant. And so this sweet clerk passed
his time by help of whatincome he had and his friends provided.
This carpenter had newly wedded a wife, eighteen years of
age, whom he loved more than his own soul. He was jealous,
and held her closely mewed up, for she was wild and young, and
he was on in years and deemed himself like to be made a cuckold.
His wit was rude, and he knew not Cato’s sentence that bade
man should wed his like. Men should wed after their own
kind, for youth and age are oftat odds. But since he was fallen
in the snare, he must endure his pain, like other folk. Fair was
this young wench, and her body withal graceful and slim as any
weasel. She wore a striped silken girdle, and over her loins an™
apron white as morning’s milk, all flounced out. Her smock

. was white, and embroidered about on the collar, within and with-

out, before and behind, with coal-black silk; and of the same
black silk were the strings of her white hood, and she wore a
broad fillet of silk, wrapped high about her hair. And in sooth
she had a wanton eye; her eyc%rows were arched and black as
a sloe, and partly plucked out to make them narrow. She was
more delicious to look on than the young pear-tree in bloom,
and softer than a lamb’s wool. From her girdle hung a leathern
purse, tasselled with silk and with beads of latten. In all this
world is no man so wise who could think of such a wench, or so
gay a darling. Her hue shone more brightly than the florin

. newly forged in the Tower, and for her singing, it was as loud and

lively as a swallow’s sitting on a barn, and she could skip and
make merry withal as any kid or calf following its dam. She
was skittish as a jolly colt, long as a mast and straight as a wand.

. Her mouth was as sweet as honey or mead or a hoard of apples

laid up in hay or heather. She wore a brooch on her low collar
as broad as the boss on a shield, and her shoes were laced high on
her legs. She was a primrose, a dear little pig’s-eye, to be any
lord’s sweetheart, or yet for a good yeoman to wed.

Now sir, and again sir, it so chanced that this gentle Nicholas
fell to romping with this young wife, on a day when her husband
was at Oseney (as clerks are Exll subtle and sly), and suddenly
he caught hold of her and said: ¢ Unless you will love me, sweet-






ALISON
Page 54






ALISON
Page 54









THE MILLER’S TALE 55

heart, truly I shall die for hidden love of you. Deary, love me
now, or I will die, so God save me!’ And he held her hard
about the waist.

She sprang back like a colt in the halter, and wriggled away

~with her head. ‘I will not kiss you, in faith,’ quoth she.
‘Why ! let be, let be, Nicholas, or I will cry out «“ Alas! Help!.”
Take away your hands, of your courtesy !’

But this Nicholas began to beg for her grace, and spoke so
fair and made such offers that at last she granted him her love,
and swore by St. Thomas of Kent that she would do his will
when she should see her chance. ¢My husband is so jealous
that unless you are privy and watch your time, I know right
well I am no better than dead. You must be full sly in this thing.’

¢ Nay, have no fear therefor, quoth Nicholas. €A clerk
had ill spent his time unless he could beguile a carpenter!’

And thus they were accorded and pledged to watch for a
time, as I have told. When Nicholas had done thus, petted
her well and kissed her sweetly, he took his psaltery and made
melody and played long and loud.

Then it befell on an holy day that this goodwife betook her
to the parish-church to work Christ’s own works. Her forehead
shone as bright as day, so had she scrubbed it when she had
finished her tasks. Now at that church there was a parish-clerk
named Absalom. Curly was his hair, and shone like gold, and
spread out like a large broad fan; its neat parting ran straight
and even, his cheeks were rosy and his eyes as gray as goose-

uills. His leathern shoes were of openwork, li]%e a window in
?’aul’s Church. He went clad full trimly and neatly all in red
hosen and a kirtle of a light watchet-blue; full fair and thick
were the laces set in, and over it he had a gay surplice, as white
as blossom on twig. God bless me, but he was a sweet lad!
Well he knew how to clip and shave and let blood, and make a
quittance or a charter for land. He could trip and dance in
twenty ways after the manner of Oxford in that day, and cast
with his legs to and fro, and play songs on a small fiddle. He
could play on his gittern as well, and sometimes sang in a loud
treble. In all the town was no brewhouse or tavern that he
visited not in his merrymaking. But sooth to say he was some-
what dainty, and bashful of his speech.
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This Absalom, so pretty and fine, went on this holy day
with a censer, diligently incensing the goodwives of the parish,
and many a killing look he cast on them. And chiefest on this
carpenter’s wife ; to look on her seemed to him a sweet employ-
ment, she was so neat and sweet and bewitching. 1 dare be
bound, if she had been a mouse and he a cat, he would have
caught her straightway. And this sweet parish-clerk had such a
love-longing in his heart that at the offertory he would take
naught %:'om any wife; for courtesy, he said, he would take
none.

That night the moon shone full fair, and Absalom thought
to wake all night for love’s sake ; he took his gittern and went
forth, amorous and gay, till he came to the carpenter’s house a
little after the cocks had crowed, and drew him up by a casement-
window. ,

' ¢ Dear lady, if your will so be,
I pray you that you pity me !’

he sang in his sweet small voice, in nice harmony with his git-
terning. :

This carpenter woke, heard his song and said anon to his
wife, ¢ What, Alison! Hear you not Absalom chanting thus
under our own bower-wall ?’

‘ Yes, God wot, John,’ she answered him, ‘I hear it every
bit.’ :

Thus it went on; what would you have better than well-
enough? From day to day this sportive Absalom wooed her till
he was all woe-begone. He woke all night and all day, he combed
his spreading locks and made him fine, he wooed her by go-be-
tweens and agents, and swore he would be her own page; he
sang quavering like a nightingale ; he sent her mead, and wines
sweetened and spiced, and wafers piping hot from the coals, and
because she was a town-wench he proffered her money. For
some folk will be won by rich gifts, and some by blows, and
some by courtesy. One time he played Herod on a high scaf-
fold, to show his nimbleness and skill. But in such a case what
could avail him? She so loved gentle Nicholas that Absalom
may go blow the buck’s-horn. For all his labor he had but a
flout, and thus she made Absalom her ape and turned all his



THE MILLER'S TALE 57

earnest to a jest. Men say this fprow:rb, which is full sooth,
¢ Ever the nigh sly one maketh the far lief one to be a loathed one.’
For though Absalom go mad for it, because he was far from her
eye this nigh Nicholas stood in his light. Now bear you well,
gentle N icﬁolas, for Absalom is fain to wail and sing ¢ Alack !’

And so befell one Saturday that the carpenter was gone to
Oseney, and gentle Nicholas and Alison were agreed upon this,
that Nicholas shall find a fetch to beguile this poor jealous hus-
band ; and if so be the game went aright, she sﬁoul(i be his, for
this was his desire and hers also. And anon, without more
words, Nicholas would delay no longer, but had meat and drink
for a day or two carried softly into his chamber, and bade her
say to her husband, if he asked after him, that she knew not
_where he was ; that she had not set eyes upon him all that day,
she trowed he was in some malady, for not by any crying out
could her maid rouse him ; he would not answer at all, for nothing. -

Thus passed forth all that Saturday ; Nicholas lay still in
his chamber, and ate and slept or did what he would, till Sunday
toward sundown. This simple carpenter had great marvel about
Nicholas, what could ail him. ¢By Saint Thomas,” he said, ‘1
am afeared it stands not aright with Nicholas. God forbid that
he has died suddenly ! This world nowadays is full ticklish, of
a truth; to-day I saw a corse borne to church that I saw at
work last Monday. Go up, call at his door,” he said to his boy,
‘or knock with a stone ; look how it is, and tell me straight.’

This boy went up full sturdily, stood at the chamber-door
and cried and knocked like mad: ¢ What! how! what do you,
master Nick? How can you sleep all day long?’

But all was for naught, he heard nota word. Then he found
a hole, low down in the wall, where the cat was wont to crcciy‘ in;
and through that he looked in far and at last caught sight of him
This Nicholas sat ever gaping upward as if he were peering at
the new moon. Down went the boy, and told his master in what
plight he saw this man.

This carpenter began to cross himself and said, ¢ Help us,
Saint Frideswide! A man knows little what shall befall him!
This man with his astromy is fallen into some madness or some
fit; 1 thought how it should end this way. Men were not
intended to know God’s secrets. Yea, happy is a man that
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never had schooling, that knows naught but only his I believe !
So fared another clerk with his astromy; he walked in the fields
to peer upon the stars, to see what was to happen, till he fell
into a marl-pit that he saw not! But yet, by Saint Thomas, I
am right sorry about gentle Nicholas. By Jesu, King of heaven,
he shall be chidden for his studying if I live. Get me a staff,
Robin, that I may pry under the door whilst you heave it up.
I trow we shall rouse him from his studying !’
And so he betook him to the chamber-door. His boy was
a strong lad, and anon heaved the door up by the hasp, and in
upon the floor it fell straightway. This Nicholas sat ever as
still as a stone, ever gaping into the air. This carpenter weened
he were fallen into a desperation, and seized him mightily by
the shoulders and shook him hard and cried wildly, ¢ What,
Nick! what, how! what, look down! Awake, think on Christ’s
Kassion; I cross thee from elves and spooks!’ And thereupon
e said the night-spell, toward the four corners of the house and
without on the threshold of the door: —

¢ Jesu Christ and sweet Saint Benedight
Bless this house from every wicked sprite.
For the night-hag, the white pater noster ;
Where wentest thou, Saint Peter’s sister 2’

At last this gentle Nicholas began to sigh sore, and said,
¢ Alack ! shall all the world be destroyed again now ?’

‘ What say ?’ quoth the carpenter. ¢ What now! Think
on God, as we do, men that work.’

¢ Fetch me drink,” quoth Nicholas, and after I will speak
privily of a certain thing which touches you and me both. I
will tell it to no other man, be sure.’

This mrﬁcntcr went down and came again bringing a large
quart of mighty ale ; and when each of them had drunk Eis share,
lI:Iichola.s sﬁut his door fast and set the carpenter down beside

im.

¢ John, my dear host,’ he said, ¢ you shall swear me here on
your troth that you will reveal this secret to no wight; for it is
Christ’s own secret that I show you, and if you tell it to any
you are a lost man. For this vengeance you will receive there-
for if you betray me, that you shall run mad!’
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¢ Nay, Christ and His holy blood forbid ! quoth this simple
man. °I am no blabber, and though I say it myself, I am not
wont to prate. Say what you will, I shall never utter it to man,
woman or child, by Him That harrowed hell !’

‘Now, John, { will not deceive you,” quoth Nicholas; ‘1
have found by mine astrology, as I have been looking in the
shining moon, that now a’ Monday next, about a quarter through
the night, there shall fall a rain so wild and mad that never was
Noah’s flood half so great. This world shall all be drowned in
less than an hour, so hideous shall be the downpour. Thus
shall all mankind perish in the flood.’

¢ Alas, my wife! And shall she drown?’ this carpenter an-
swered, and wellnigh fell over for sorrow. ¢Alas mine Alison!
Is there no remedy ?’

‘Why yes, ’fore God, if you will work after wise counsel,’
quoth gentle Nicholas; ‘but you may not work out of your
own head. For thus says Solomon, and he was right trust-
worthy, “ Work all by counsel, and thou shalt never repent.”
And if you will work after good advice, I undertake without
mast or sail to save both her and you and me. Have you not
heard how Noah was saved, when our Lord had warned him
that all the world should be destroyed with water?’

‘Yes,” quoth the carpenter, ‘I heard it long, lon'i ago.’

‘ Have you not heard also,’ quoth Nicholas, ¢ the woe that
Noah and his sons had ere he could get his wife aboard? He
had rather than all his black rams then, I dare be bound, that
she had had a ship all to herself! Know you then what is best
to do? This thing calls for haste, and on an urgent matter men
may not preach or delay. Go anon and get us forthwith into
this house a kneading-trough or else a brewing-tub for each of
us (but look that they be %)ig), in which we may swim as in a
barge and have therein victual enough for a ddy, — there needs
no more. The water shall slacken and run off about prime on
the next day. But Robin your boy must not know of this, nor
I cannot save your maid Jill ; ask not why, for though you ask
me I will not tell God’s secret. It ought to suffice you, if your
wits be not turning, to have as great grace as Noah had. Your
wife I shall save, Igpromise you. Go your way now, and make
haste. But when you have got these three kneading-tubs for

——mmu.

/
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us three, then you shall hang them from the rafters high in the
roof, that no man spy upon our device. And when you have
done thus, and laid our victual in them full fairly, and eke an
axe to smite the cord in two when the water comes, and when
you have broken a hole on high in the gable toward the
garden over the barn, that we may freely go on our way when
the great shower is past, — then you will float as merrily, I will
be bound, as the white duck after her drake. Then will I call
out, “How, Alison! How, John! Be merry; the flood will
soon pass.” And you will answer, “ Hail, Master Nick!| Good
morrow, I see you well, it is daylight now!” And then we
shall be lords over all the world till we die, even as Noah and
his wife ! -

¢ But one thing I warn you of strictly. Be well avised on
that night when we be entered aboard ship that none of us
speaks a word, nor calls nor cries, but we must be in our prayers.
For that is God’s own precious command. And your wife and
you must hang far apart, that there be no folly betwixt you, any
more in looking than in act. Now all this device is told you ;
go, and God speed you! To-morrow at night, when folks are
all abed, we will creep into our kneading-tubs and sit there, await-
ing God’s grace. Go your way now, I have no time to make
longer sermoning of this. Men say thus: “Send the wise and
.say nothing.” You are so wise it needs not teach you. Go,
save our lives, I entreat.’

This simple carpenter went his way with full many an
‘alack |’ and “alas !’, and told the secret to his wife. And she
was wary, and knew better than he what all this quaint device
was about. But nevertheless she fared as if she should die, and
said, € Alas! go your way at once and help us to escape, else we
are all lost; I am your true, faithful wedded wife. Go, dear
spouse, and help to save us!’

Lo, how great a thing is feeling! Men may die of imagina-
tion, so decﬁ may the impression be. This simple fellow began
to quake; he thought verily he could hear Noah’s flood come
wallowing like the sea to drown Alison his honey sweeting; he
wept, wailed and made sorry cheer, and sighed with many a
sorry gust. He went and got him a kneading-trough, and
after that a tub and a cask, sent them privily to his house and
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hung them in the roof. With his own hand he made three
ladders, to climb by the rungs and uprights into the tubs hanging
amongst the beams; and victualed tub and trough and cask
with bread and cheese, and good ale in a great vessel, right
sufficient for a day. But ere he had made all this gear, he sent
his boy and eke his wench to London about his business. And
as it drew toward night on the Monday, he lit no candle, but
shut the door and ordered all things as they should be; and, in
brief, up they all three climbed, and sat still whilst a man could
walk a furlong.

‘Now mum, and say a pater noster!’ said Nick; and
‘Mum !’ quoth John, and ¢ Mum!’ Alison. This carpenter
sat still and said his prayers, ever listening for the rain, if he
could hear it.

The dead sleep, for very weariness and apprehension, fell on
this carpenter even about curfew-time or a little later, as I sup-
pose ; Ee groaned sorely in the travail of his spirit, and eke
snored, for his head lay uneasily. Down the ladder stalked
Nicholas, and Alison sped down full softly; and they were in
mirth and glee, till the bells began to sound for lauds, and friars
in the chancel began to sing.

This parish-ﬁ:rk, amorous Absalom, alway so woe-begone
for love, was at Oseney upon that Monday to divert him and
make merry, with a party; and by chance he privily asked a
cloister-monk after John the carpenter. The monk drew him
aside out of the church. I wot not,” he said; ¢ I have not seen
him work here since Saturday; I trow he be gone where our
abbot has sent him for timber. For he is wont to go for timber
and remain at the grange a day or two. Or else he is at home,
certainly. In sooth I cannot say where he is.’

This Absalom waxed full merry of heart, and thought, ¢ Now
is the time to wake all night, for certainly since daybreak I have
not seen him stirring about his door. On my soul, at cockcrow
I shall knock full privily at his casement which stands low upon
his chamber-wall. To Alison now will I tell the whole of my
love-longing, and now I shall not fail at the least to have a kiss
from her. I shall have some sort of comfort, in faith. My
mouth has itched all day long; that is a sign of kissing at least.
All night eke I dreamed I was at a festival. Therefore I will
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go sleep an hour or two, and then I will wake all night in
mirth.’

When the first cock had crowed, up rose this frisky lover,
and arrayed him in his gayest with all nicety. But first he
chewed cardamoms and licorice to smell sweetly, ere he had
combed his hair, and put a true-love charm under his tongue,
for thereby he hoped to find favor. He rambled to the carpen-
ter’s house, and stood still under the casement, which was so low
it reached to his breast. He gave a soft half-cough, — ¢ What do
you, sweet Alison, honeycomb? My fair bird, my darling!
Awake, sweet cinnamon, and speak to me. You think right
little upon my sorrow, who sweat for your love wherever I go!
No wonder though I languish and sweat! I mourn like a lamb
after the dug. In faith, darling, I have such love-longing that
I mourn like the true turtle-dove. 1 cannot eat, no more than
a maiden.’

¢Go from the window, Jack-fool,” quoth she. ¢On my soul,
there will be no singing

¢s Come buss me now.”’

I love another better than you, by heaven, Absalom, and else 1
were at fault. Go your ways, or ¥ will cast a stone at you, and
let me sleep, in the Devil’s name ! *~

“Alas!’ quoth he. ¢Alackaday that true love was ever so ill
bestowed !’

* * * * * * *

This Absalom walked slowly across the street to a smith
men called Master Gervase, who smithied plough-instruments at
his forge. He was busily sharpening coulter and share when
Absalom knocked full gently and said, ¢ Undo, Gervase, and
that anon.’

¢What! Who are you?’

¢It is me, Absalom.’

‘What, Absalom! By the rood, why rise ye so early? —
Eh, benedicite] What ails you? Some gay girl, God wot, has
brought you so early astir. By Saint Neot, you wot well what
I mean!’

This Absalom recked not a peascod for all his mocking, and
returned not a word in kind. He had more tow on his distaff



THE MILLER'S TALE 63

than Gervase knew, and said, ¢ Dear friend, that hot coulter in
the chimney —lend it me, I have somewhat to do with it;
and I will bring it you straightway again.’

¢ Certes,” answered Gervase, ¢ were it gold or noblesin a poke
all uncounted, you should have it,as I am a faithful smith! Eh,
the Devil, what will ye do with it?’

¢ That is as it may be,’ quoth Absalom. ¢I shall tell you
to-morrow-day ;’ and he caught the coulter by the cool handle.

Full softly he stole out at the door and went to the wall of
the carpenter’s house. He coughed first, and knocked withal
upon the window, as he did before.

‘Who 1is there that knocks so?’ Alison answered. ¢I
warrant it a thief!’

¢ Why nay,’ quoth he, ‘God wot, my sweeting, I am your
Absalom, my sweetheart. I have brought you a ring of gold;
my mother gave it me, on my life! It is full fine and well
graven withal. This I will give you if you kiss me!’

This Nicholas thought %:c would amend all the sport ; he
should kiss him ere he escaped! Back he put the window in
haste, and out he put himself. Thereupon spoke this clerk

Absalom, ¢Speak, sweet bird, I wot not where thou art;’xand ¢

then he was ready with his hot iron and smote Nicholas there-
with. '

Off went the skin a hand-breadth about, the hot coulter so
burned him, and for the pain he thought he should die. ¢ Help!
Water, water!| Help, help, for God’s sake !’ he cried like one
mad. '

The carpenter started out of his slumber ; he heard one cry
wildly ¢ Water |’,and thought, ¢ Alas ! now comes Nowell’s flood !”
He sat up without a word, and with his axe smote the cord a-two,
and down went tub and all; they stopped for nothing till they
came to the floor, and there he lay in a swoon.

Up started Alison and Nick, and cried * Help !’ and ¢ Alack !’
in the street. The neighbors young and old ran to stare upon him
as he lay yet in a swoon, for with the fall he had broken his arm.
But he must even digest his own trouble, for when he spoke he was
overborne by Alison and gentle Nicholas. They told every
man he was mad, he was aghast so of ¢ Nowell’s flood’ in his

fantasy, that of his folly he had bought him three kneading-tubs
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and had hung them above in the roof ; and had prayed them for
God’s sake to sit with him in the roof, par compagnie. Folks
laughed at his odd quirk ; into the roof they peered and gaped,
and turned all his trouble into mirth. For whatsoever the car-
enter answered, it was all for naught ; no man heard his speeches,
Ec was so sworn down by the great oaths of the others that in
all the city he was held as mad. Every clerk anon held with
every other clerk: ‘the man is mad, my dear brother!” And
every wight laughed over this contention.
Thus the carpenter lost his wife, for all his watching and
jealousy ; and Nicholas was sore burned. This tale is done, and
God save all the company !

Here endeth the Miller bis Tale.

The Prologue of the Reeve’s Tale.

When folks had laughed at this plight of Absalom and of
gentle Nicholas, sundry folk said sundry things, but for the
more part they laughed and made merry over the tale, nor saw I
any man take it ill except only Oswald the Reeve. Because he
was of his trade a carpenter, a little ire was yet lingering in his
heart, and he began to grumble and to censure it a little.

¢ By my soul, I could pay 'ee back full well,’ quoth he, ¢ with
a tale about the hoodwinking of a bold miller, if I would speak
of ribaldry. But I be old, Flist not make sport; grass-time is
over, all my fodder now is hay; this white pate writes me down
an old man, and my heart is as dried up as my hair,—if I be
not like a medlar, that ever grows softer and worse till it lie
rotten amongst muck or straw. We old men, I doubt, we fare
even so, we cannot ripen till we be rotten. We hop ever whilst
the world will pipe to us, for ever it sticks in our desire
to have a hoar head and a green tail, as has a leek. Though
our might be gone, ever alike our will hankers after folly, f%)r
when we cannot do it yet will we talk of it. Still is the fire
there, raked over in our old ashes. We have four burning coals,
— boasting, lying, anger and covetousness; these four sparks
belong to age. In very deed, for all that our old limbs may be
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feeble, our desire fails us not. Ever I have kept my colt’s-tooth,
many a year as is passed since my tap of life began to run.
Verily, when I was born, Death drew out the tap of life and let
it run, and ever since has it so run till now the cask is wellnigh
empty. The stream of life now trickles in upon the rim. Tie
poor old t0n§ue may well chime and ring of wretchedness long
past ; with old folk naught is left save dotage.’

When our Host had heard this homily, he began to speak
as lordly as a king. ¢ Why all this wisdom?’ he said. ¢Are
we to talk all day of Holy Writ? Dally not with the time;
the Devil made a shipman or a doctor out of a cobbler, and the
Devil made a reeve to preach. Tell forth your tale. Lo Dept-
ford, and it is half-way prime; lo Greenwich, where is many a
rascal | It were fully time to begin your tale.’

¢ Now, sirs, I pray you all not to take it ill,’ quoth this Os-
wald the Reeve, ¢ though I answer this Miller with a gibe or
flout. For it is lawful for a man to shove off force with force.
This drunken Miller has told us here how a carpenter was be-
guiled, peradventure in mockery, because I am one. And by

our leave I shall forthwith requite him, even in his own churl’s
anguage. I pray God, may his neck break! He can well see
a stick in mine eye, but cannot see a beam in his own.’

Here beginneth the Reeve's Tale.

At Trumpington, not far from Cambridge, there goes a brook
over which stand a bridge and a mill; and this is very truth that
I tell you. Long time there dwelt there a miller, as proud and
gay as any peacock. He could fish and mend nets and turn
cups on a lathe, pipe and wrestle well and shoot ; he wore by his
belt a full sharp-bladed sword, and a long cutlass, and in his
ouch he carriccf a jolly dagger. There was no man durst touch
im for the peril! And eke in his hose he carried a Sheffield}
knife. His skull was as bald as an ape’s, round was his face and
his nose a pug. He was a notable swaggerer at markets; there
durst no wigEt lay hand on him but he swore he should pay
dear for it. - He was a thief of corn and meal, and that a sly and
unwearying, in very sooth. His name was called Bully Simkin.
4
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He had a wife, of gentle blood ; the parson of the town was her
father, who gave as her dowry many a brazen pan, that Simkin
might marry into his kin. She had been brought up in a nun-
nery ; Simkin would have no wife, he affirmed, but she were well
nurtured and a maiden, for the sake of his honor asa yeoman. And
she was proud and pert as a magpie. A full fair sight were the
two together on holy days; he would walk before her with the
tail of his hood wound about his head, and she came after in a
scarlet petticoat, and Simkin wore hose of the like. No wight
durst call her aught but ¢ dame’; no man so bold walked by the
way that durst once trifle or dally with her, unless he would be
slain by Simkin with cutlass or knife or dagger. For jealous
folk are evermore perilous; leastways they would have their
wives believe so. And eke, because she was somewhat smirched
in her name, she was as repellent as water in a ditch, and full of
disdain and of insolence. She thought ladies should treat her
with respect, what with her gentle kin and her elegance that she
had learned in the nunnery.

They had betwixt them a daughter twenty years old, and
no other children save one of six months; it lay in a cradle, and
was a proper lad. This wench was stout and well grown, with
broad Kips and round high breast, and a pug-nose and eyes gray
as glass. Right pretty was her hair, I will not deny it. Because
she was comely, the parson of the town purposed to make her
/his heir, both of his movable property and his house, and full
nice and captious he was about her marriage; his purpose was
!to bestow her well, into some family of exalted lineage and blood.
For Holy Church’s goods must be spent on the blood that is
descended from Holy Church; therefore he meant to dignify
his holy blood, though to ‘do so he should devour Holy
Church.

A great toll, of a surety, did this miller collect on the wheat
and malt from all the land round about. And chiefest there was
a great college that men call King’s Hall at Cambridge, all the
wheat and malt for which were ground by him. It happened on
a day that the manciple of the college fell sick of some malady ;
men deemed that surely he could never recover. Wherefore
this miller stole of the meal and corn a hundred times more than
aforetime ; of old he stole but courteously, but now he was an
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outrageous plunderer. Thereat the warden chid and made much
ado, but the miller recked not a straw, and blustered and said it
was not so.

Now there dwelt in this Hall that I tell of two young poor
clerks; bold and headstrong they were, and lusty in sport, and
only for the frolic of it they begged eagerly of the warden to
grant them a leave for but a little while to go to the mill and
see their corn ground ; and verily they woulg wager their heads
the miller should not steal half a peck of corn from them by
cunning, nor plunder from them Ey force. And at last the
warden gave them leave. John one of them was named, and the
second Alan. They were born in the same town, that was
called Strother, far in the north, I cannot tell where.

This Alan, the clerk, made ready all that he must take, cast
the sack of corn over a horse, and forth he went with John, and
good swords and bucklers by their thighs. John knew the way,
they needed no guide,and at the mill door he laid down the sack.
Alan spoke first: ¢All hail, Simon, in faith! How fares your
wife, and your fair daughter?’

¢Alan, welcome, by my head!’ quoth Simkin. ‘And John
too! How now, what do you at Trumpington?’

¢ Simon,’ replied John, ‘by God, need has na recr. It be-
hooves him serve himself that has na swain, as clerks say, or
else he is a fool. I trow our manciple will die anon, so the
jaws waggle in his head. And therefore I is come with Alan to
grind our corn and carry it home. I pray you speed us hence
as fast as you may.’ .

¢ In faith it shall be done,’” quoth Simkin. ¢ What will you
do whilst it is in hand 2’

“By God, I will be here right by the hopper,” quoth John,
‘and see how that the corn gaes in. By my father’s soul, I
never yet saw how that the hopper wags till and fra.’

¢ And will you swa?’ answered Alan. ¢ Then by my pate I
will be beneath, and see how that the meal falls down into the
trough ; that sall be my disport. In faith, John, I must be of
your class, I is as ill a miller as you.’

This miller smiled at their simplicity. ¢ All this is but done
for a fetch,” he thought; ¢ they deem no man can beguile them.
But I vow by my trade, for all the craft in their philosophy, I



<

68 THE CANTERBURY TALES

shall blear their eyes yet. The more cunning wiles they put on,
the more I will take when I steal. I shall give them bran yet in
the place of flour.

««The greatest clerks be not the wisest men,”

as the mare once said to the wolf. I care not a peascod for their
art!’

Out at the door he privily went when he saw his time. He
looked up and down till he found the clerks’ horse where he
stood tied under an arbor behind the mill; and went softly to
the horse and anon stripped off the bridle. And when the horse
was loose, forth he started with a “Wehee!’ through thick and
thin toward the fen, where wild mares were running.

This miller went back; not a word he said, but did his busi-
ness and chaffed with the clerks till their corn was ground all
fair and well. And when the meal was sacked and fastened, this
John went out and found his horse gone, and began to cry,
“Help! Alackaday, our horse is lost ! Alan, for God’s sake, man,
step on your feet, come out at once! Alas, our warden has lost
his palfrey !’

This Alan forgot all his thrifty mood ; clean out of his mind
went meal and corn and all, and he began to cry,  What! whilk
way is he gane?’

The goodwife came leaping in with arun. €Alas!’ she said,
¢ your horse is going to the fen with wild mares, as fast as he can
lg‘allop. Bad luck on his hand that bound him so ill, and should

ave knit the rein better.’

“Alas!’ quoth John. ¢By the rood, Alan, lay down your
sword, and I will mind alswa. I is full nimble, God wot, as a
deer. By God! he sall not escape us baith. Why had you not
fPit the nag in the barn? Ill luck to thee, Alan, thou is a
ool.’

These poor clerks ran full hard toward the fen, both Alan
and John. And when the miller saw they were off, he took half a
bushel of their flour, and bade his wife go and knead it in a loaf.
‘I trow the clerks were afeared what I might do. Yet can a mil-
ler,’ he said, ¢ trim a clerk’s beard for all his art; now let them
ﬁo where they will. Lo where they go! By my pate, they get

im not so lightly. Yea, let the children play!’
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These poor clerks ran up and down, with ¢ Whoa, whoa | Gee !
Stop, stop! Ha! Look out behind! Gae whistle you whilst
I head him off here!’ But in brief, till it was dark night, with
all their power they could not catch their nag, he ran alway so
fast, till at length they caught him in a ditch.

Wet and weary, like a%cast in the rain, came poor John and -
Alan with him. ¢Alack the day I was born!’ quoth John.
‘Now we are brought till mockery and derision. Our corn is
stolen; men will call us fools, baith the warden and all our friends,
and chiefest the miller. Alack the day!’ Thus John lamented
as he walked along the road toward the mill, leading Bayard by
the bridle. He ?ound the miller sitting by the fire, for it was
night. They could go no further then, but besought him for
the love of God to give them lodging and entertainment, for
their pence.

¢ If there be any,’ the miller replied, ¢such as it is, you shall
have your part in it. My house is strait; but you have
studied book-learning, you know how to make twenty foot of
space a mile broad by arguments. Let see now if this house may
suffice, or make it bigger by talking, as you clerks do.’

‘Now, Simon,” said John, ¢ thou is ever merry, by Saint
Cuthbert, and that was fairly answered. I have heard say a
man sall take ane of the twa, such-like as he finds or such-like as
he brings. But specially I pray thee, dear host, get us some
meat and drink and make us some cheer, and we will pay faith-
fully and fully. Men lure no hawks with empty hand; lo here
our silver all ready to spend!’

This miller despatcﬂcd his daughter into town for ale and
bread, and roasted a goose for them, and secured their horse so
that it should go astray no more. He made them a bed in his
own chamber, fairly dight with sheets and blankets, only eight
foot or ten from his own bed. His daughter had a bed to her-
self rightin the same chamber and full near ; it could be no other,
and reason why, because there was no more room in the place.
They supped and talked and disported them, and drank ever
deeper oF the strong ale, and about midnight went to rest.

Well had this miller varnished his head with the beer, and
had drunk himself all pale when he went to bed. He hiccoughed
and spoke through his nose as if he had a rheum or a hoarse-
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ness. To bed went his wife eke, as light and frisky as any jay,
so well had she wet her jolly whistle. The cradle was put at
her bed’s foot, that she might rock it and nurse the child. And
when all that was in the crock had been drunk, anon the daughter
went to bed ; and to bed went Alan and John. None of them
took aught else, they needed no opiate !  Verily, so had the miller
bibbed his ale that he snorted in his sleep as a horse. His wife
bore him the bass, a full strong one; men might have heard their
snoring two furlongs away. The wenc% snored cke, par
compagnie.

Alan the clerk, hearing all this tunefulness, poked John and
said, ¢ Sleeps thou? Heard thou ever such-like a sang ere this?
Lo, whilk a compline they are singing amongst them, Saint
Antony’s fire fall on their bodies! Wha hearkened ever to such-
like a marvellous thing? Yea, may they come to the worst of
bad ends! This lang night I sall get na sleep; but yet na
matter, all sall be for the best. For, John, swa may I ever
thrive, some easement the law allows us. For, John, there is a
law says that gif a man be harmed in ane point, he sall be
relieved in another. Our corn is stolen, without a doubt, and
all day we have had an ill fit; and since all that cannot be
remedied, I sall have some easement to countervail my loss.
By my sawl, it sall be nane otherwise !’

¢ Have a care, Alan,” John answered. ¢The miller is a
parlous man, and gif he started out of his sleep he might do
us baith a shrewd turn.’

I count him not a fly,” Alan replied, and up he rose.

&* &® * &® &® * *®

John lay still whilst a man might walk a furlong or two;
then he arose and went softly unto the cradle, took it in his hands
and bore it quietly unto his bed’s foot.

&® * & * * & &®

About dawn, when the third cock began to sing, the miller’s
daughter said to Alan, ¢ One thing I will tell you. When you
pass the mill going homeward, even at the entrance behind the
door you will End a loaf that was made of half a bushel of your
‘own meal, which I helped my father to take. And now, good
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friend, God save and keep you!’ And with that word she
wellnigh wept.

Alan thought, ¢Ere it be day I will go creep in by my
fellow;’ and anon his hand touched the cradle. ¢By God,’ he
thought, ‘I have misgone all wrangly ; my head is all giddy
to-night, and therefore I walk not straight. I wot well by the
cradle, here lie the miller and his wife, and I have misgone.’

And with the Devil’s own luck, forth he went to the bed
where the miller lay. He thought to have crept in by his
fellow John, and he crept in by the miller and caught him by
the neck, and said softly, ¢ Thou John, thou swine’s-head, awake,
and hear a noble sport, for thy father’s soul } x ¢3

‘Yea, false knave!’ quoth the miller. €Ah, false traitor,
false clerk! You shall die, by God’s dignity!” And he caught
Alan by the throat. Alan caught him in turn furiously, and
smote Kim on the nose with his fist. Down ran the bloody
stream on the miller’s breast, and on the floor they wallowed like
two pigs in a poke, with nose and mouth crushed and bleeding.
Up they got, and down again, till the miller stumbled against a
stone and fell down backward upon his wife, who knew naught
of this ridiculous fight. With the shock she started up, and
cried, ¢ Help, holy cross of Bromholm! Lord, I call to thee!
In manus tuas! Awake, Simon, the fiend has dropped on us.
My heart is crushed ; help, I am killed! Some one lies on my
head and body ; help, Simon! The false clerks fight!’

John started up as fast as ever he could, and groped to and
fro by the wall to find a staff. She started up eke, and knew the
room better than did John, and forthwith found a staff by the
wall. She saw a little shimmer of light where the moon shone
in by a hole, and by it she saw the two on the floor, but in truth
knew not which was which. When she caught a sight of a white
thing, she weened one of the clerks had worn a night-cap, and
drew nearer with the staff and thought to smite this Alan a
shrewd rap, but smote the miller on the bald pate. Down he
went, crying, ‘Help, I am killed!” These clerks beat him
well,; and let him lie, and clad them, and anon took their
horse and eke their meal and went their way. And at the mill
they took their loaf also, full well baked, of half a bushel of
flour.
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Thus is the proud miller well beaten, and has lost his toll for
grinding their corn, and paid every penny for the supper of Alan
and John who beat him. Lo, such a thing it is for a miller to
be false! And therefore this proverb is full sooth,

¢« Look not for good and do iniquity,
The guileful shall himself beguiled be.’

And God That sits on high in glory save all this company, high
and low. Thus have I requited the Miller in my tale.

Here is ended the Reeve's Tale.

The Prologue of the Cook’s Tale.

Whilst the Reeve was speaking, the Cook from ILondon
clawed him on the back for joy. “Ha, ha!’ quoth he. ¢By
the rood, this miller had a sharp experience in the matter of
lodging for the night. Well said Solomon, “ Bring not every
man into thine house;” lodging by night is perilous. A man
* ought to advise well with himself whom he brings into his pri-
vacy. May I come to a bad end if ever I heard of a miller bet-
ter set a-work, since I was called Hodge of Ware; he had a
shrewd turn in the dark. But God forbid that we stop here!
And therefore, if you vouchsafe to listen to a tale from me, that
am a poor man, I will tell you as well as I am able a little jest
that befell in our town.’

Our Host answered and said, ¢ I agree; now tell on, Roger,
look it be good. Many a meat-pie E;ve you served out that
has been twice hot and twice cold, andymany a pasty have you
let blood. From many a pilgrim have you had Christ’s malison,
for of your parsley that they have eaten with your fatted goose
they fare the worse yet ; for many a fly is at large in your shop.
Now tell on, gentle Roger. But yet I prithee be not wroth for
a privy nip; a man may say full sooth in jest.’

‘You say full sooth, by my faith,” answered Roger. ¢But
‘““sooth jest, ill jest,” as the Flemings say. And therefore,
Harry lgailey, be not you wroth, by your faith, if my tale be
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of an inn-keeper ere we part. Nevertheless, I will nor tell it yct,.
but ere we part you shall be paid back, of a surety.” Thereat
he laughed and made merry cheer, and began his tale thus.

Thus endeth the Prologue of the Cook’s Tale.

Here beginneth the Cook’s T ale.

A prentice dwelt whilom in our city, of a guild of victuallers.
He was as blithe as a goldfinch in the shaw, a short comely
fellow, as brown as a berry, with black locks full neatly combed.
He could dance so merrily and well that he was called Perkin
the Reveller. He was full of amorous gallantry as the hive of
sweet honey ; well was the wench that met with him. At every
bridal he would sing and caper; he loved the tavern more than
the shop. For when there was any procession in Cheapside he
would spring thither; till he had seen all the sight and danced
well, he would not come to the shop again. And he would
gather to him a crew of the likes of him to hop and sing and
make such disport, and they would set an hour to meet in such
and such a lane to play at dice. For there was no prentice in
the town could cast a pair of dice more prettily than Perkin
could, and he was free withal of his coin in his privy re-
sorts. ‘That his master found full often in his accounts; often-
times he found the till bare. Verily, with a revelling prentice that
haunts wenches and dice and riotous living, his master shall suffer
for it in his shop, though he have no part in the merry-making.
For revelry and theft turn_into one another, however well the

rentice play on gittern or fiddle. Revel and fidelity, amongst
Folk of low degree, are ever at odds, as a man may well behold.

This jolly prentice abode with his master till he had nigh
served out his prenticeship, though he was chidden morn and
night, and sometimes escorted to Newgate gaol with a band of
minstrels ahead. But upon a day, when his master looked over
his indentures, he bethought him of a proverb which says thus,

¢ Better is rotten apple out of hoard
Than that it rot the remnant on the board.’
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So it is with a riotous servant ; it is far less harm to let him go
than that he corrupt all the servants in the place. Therefore
his master gave him letters of discharge and Eade him go, and
bad luck with him! And thus the jolly prentice was given his
leave ; now let him riot all the night if he will !

And as there is no thief but has a confederate that helps him
to suck in and squander all that he can borrow or filch, anon he
sent his bed and his clothes to a compeer of his own kind that
loved dice and disport and revelry; and had a wife that kept a
shop for show, and made her living another wise.

Of this Cook’s Tale Chaucer made no more.

The Words of the Host to the Company.

Our Host saw well that the bright sun had sped over a fourth
art of the arc of the artificial day, and half an hour and more
Eesidcs; and though he was not deeply expert in learning, he
knew it was the eighteenth morn of April, which is harbinger of
May. He saw eke that the shadow of every tree was the same
in length as the erect body that formed it; and therefore by the
shadow his wit told him that Pheebus, shining so clear and bright,
had climbed five-and-forty degrees on high, and for that day, in
that latitude, that it must be ten of the clock. Speedily he pulled
his horse about.
~ “Lordings,” quoth he, ‘I warn you, all this company, the
fourth part of the day is spent. For the love of God and St.
,John, now lose no more time than may be. Sirs, time wastes
away from us day and night; what with privy sleeping and
negligence whilst we wake, it steals away from us as a stream
that descends from the mountain to the plain and never turns
back. Well may Seneca and many a philosopher bewail time
lost more than gold gone from chest, for * loss of goods may be
repaired, but loss of time confounds us,” he said. Of a surety,
it comes back no more than Malkin’s maidenhead, which she
has lost in wantonness. Let us not grow mouldy thus in sloth. —
Sir Man of Law !’ quoth he, ¢as ever you hope for bliss, tell us
a tale, according to agreement. You submitted freely to stand
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by my judgment in this thing; hold to your promise now and
discharge it. Then at the worst you will have done your duty.’

‘Host,” quoth he, ‘I agree in God’s name; my intent in
no wise is to%rcak agreement. A promise is a debt, and I will
gladly perform all mine; I can say no better than this. For
what laws a man imposes on another he should himself in justice
observe ; such is the old saw. But natheless, certain it 1s that
at this time I know not how totell a profitable tale. But Chaucer,
as many a man knows, though he [:c little skilled in metres and
crafty rhymings, has told such tales, now of long time, in the best
English he has. And if he has not told them in one book, dear
friend, he has in another. He has told of more lovers than
Ovid made mention of in his old Epistles. Why should I tell
of them again? In youth he wrote verses of Ceyx and Alcyone,
and since then he has spoken of every one of these noble wives
and true lovers eke. Whoso will look in his large volume
called The Legend of Cupid’s Saints may see there the large open
wounds of Lucrece and of Thisbe of Babylon, Dido’s sword-
stroke for the false Aneas, Phyllis hanging on the tree for love
of her Demophon ; the lament of Dejanira,%-lermione, and Hyp-
sipyle, and of Ariadne upon the barren island standing in the sea ;
Leander drowned for Hero; the tears of Helen, the woe of
Briseis and of thee, Laodamia; thy cruelty, Queen Medea, thy
little children hanging by the neck because thy Jason was false
to love; Hypermnestra, Penelope, Alcestis, your wifehood he
commends full well!

“But certainly he writes no word of that wicked tale of
Canace and her sinful love—1I say fie! to such cursed stories; or
of the story of Apollonius of Tyre, how the cursed king Antiochus
ill-used his daughter, so horrible a story, where he threw her
upon the pavement. And therefore, of full purpose, Chaucer
never writes in any of his discourses of such abominations, nor
will I rehearse such.

¢ But now for my tale, what shall I do this day? I were
loath to be likened to the Muses called Pierides (the book of
Metamorphoses knows what I mean). But natheless, though I
come after him with naught but baked haws, I reck not a bean.
I speak in prose and leave him to make the rhymes.” And at that,
with a sober countenance, he began his tale as you shall now hear.

Easa
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The Prologue of the Man of Law's Tale.

Oh hateful ill! O Poverty so confounded with thirst, with
cold, with hunger! Thou art ashamed in thy heart to ask help ;
yet if thou ask not, then art thou so pierced with want that very
destitution uncovers all thy hidden wound. In spite of thyself,
thou must either steal or beg or borrow thy livelihood. Thou
blamest Christ, and sayest bitterly that he divides temporal
riches amiss. Thou sinfully blamest thy neighbor and sayest
thou hast too little and he all. ¢ I’ faith,’ sayest thou, ¢ sometime
he shall pay for it, when his carcass burns in the coals, because
he helped not the needy in their want.’ . Hearken to the judg-
ment of the wise man.

¢ Better to dic than live in penury.’
< If thou be poor, farewell thy dignity !’
«'Thy very neighbor will despise thee.’

Hear again the saw of the wise man.
< All the days of the poor are evil.”

Have a care then, lest thou come to that point.

¢ If thou be poor, thy brother hateth thee ;
" Much more, alas | thy friends afar do flee.”

But ah rich merchants, full of weal; ah noble, prudent folk!
Your bags are full, at dice you throw not double aces but six
and five, and merry may you dance at Christmas! Ye search
through land and sea for your profits; like wise folk, ye know
the whole estate of kingdoms ; ye are fathers of tales and tidings
both of peace and strife. And now I should be destitute of
tales were it not that a merchant, many a year ago, taught me
one which I shall now tell.

Here beginneth the Man of Law his Tale.

Whilom there dwelt in Syria a company of rich merchants,
grave and upright, that sent far and wide their spicery, their
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cloth of gold and rich-hued satins. Their wares were so excel-
lent and so fresh that every one delighted to trade with them,
and eke to sell to them. Now it befell that the chief men of this
craft prepared to go to Rome, whether for trade or pleasure;

they would send no other messenger, but, in a word, went them-

selves to Rome, and took their lodging in such place as suited
their purpose. '

When these merchants had sojourned in that city a certain
time, as suited their pleasure, it befell that from day to day the

excellent renown of the emperor’s daughter, dame Constance,

was reported to them with every particular, even as T shall tell
you. The common talk of every man was, *Our Emperor of
Rome, God protect him ! has such a daughter that for goodness
and beauty tgere was never such another since the world began.
I pray God to uphold her in honor. Would she were queen of
allp Europe! In her is high beauty without vanity, youth with-
out folly or crudeness; virtue is her guide in all her works,
humility has slain all arrogance in her, sﬁc is mirror of courtesy.
Her heart is a very shrine of holiness; her hand, a liberal min-
ister of almsgiving.” And all this report was true, even as God is.
But now to the merchants. They had their ships laden once
more, and when they had seen this blessed maiden, they went
merrily home to Syria and did their affairs as of yore and lived
in weal. I can say naught else of them.

Now it chanced that these merchants stood in the favor of
him that was soldan of Syria, and when they came from a
foreign place he would make them good cheer with benign
courtesy, and diligently inquire for tidings of sundry realms, to
learn of the wonders which they might have seen or heard.
Amongst other. things, these merchants gave him especially so
noble and” full a report of dame Constance that the soldan con-
ceived great delight to have her in mind, and all his pleasure and
care was to love her his life long.

Peradventure in that broad book which men call the heavens
it was writ with stars, at his birth, that he should die for love,
alack ! For in the stars is written, clearer than glass, could men
but read it, the death of every man. In the stars was written
the death of Hector, Achilles, Pompey, Julius, many a year be-
fore they were born; the strife of Thebes, the death of Hercules,

’~.
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of Samson, Turnus and Socrates. But men’s wits are so dull
that none can wholly read it. .

This soldan sent for his privy council, and, in short, showed
them all his mind and told them verily that unless he might have
grace to win Constance within a short time, he was no better than
dead, and charged them speedily to devise some means to save
him. Different men said different things. They argued, debated
back and forth, brought forth many a subtle opinion, talked of
magic and deceit, but finally could see no help in that nor in
aught else save marriage. And in this their reason showed them
great difficulty, because of the difference in creed. They said
they thought ¢ no Christian prince would fain wed his child under
our sweet faith that was taught us by Mahomet our prophet.’

¢ Rather than lose Constance,’ he answered, ‘I will be
christened without grudging. I must be hers, I can choose none
other. I pray you hold your ieace with your arguments. Save
my life and neglect not to get her who has my life in her power,
for I cannot longer endure this woe.’

What need of greater diffuseness? I say that by treaty and
embassies, and by mediation of the Pope and all the Church
and knighthood, for the destruction of Mahomet’s religion and
the profit of Christ’s dear faith, such an agreement was made as
you shall hear. The soldan and his barons and all his subjects
should be christened and he should have Constance in marriage
and a certain amount of gold, I know not what. This agree-
ment was sworn to by either side, with sufficient pledges. Now,
fair Constance, may God almighty guide thee!

Some people, I trow, will now look for me to describe all the
Erovision that the emperor, in his great splendor, prepared for

is daughter, dame Constance. But all men will see that none
could tell in few words of all that was ordained for so high a
.matter. Bishops were appointed to go with her, lords, ladies,
famous knights and sufficient other folk. Throughout the
town it was proclaimed that every one should devoutly pray
Christ to. bless this marriage and speed this journey.

The-day of her departing was come, t'Le woful, fatal day.
No more tarrying now; one and all they prepared to go forth
and away. Constance arose all pale and overcome with sorrow,
and made ready to wend her way, for she saw well there was no
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help. Alas! what wonder if she wept, that was to be sent to a
strange nation, away from the friends who had protected her so
tenderly, and to be bound in subjection to one whose manners
she knew not? Husbands are afl good and always were; this
wives know, —but enough of this!

¢ Father,” she said, ‘and you, my mother, my sovereign
pleasure above all save Christ on high, Constance, your wretched
child, your young daughter, commends her earnestly to your
grace, for I go to Syria, nor shall I ever see you more with mine
eyes. Alas! I must anon to the nation of Barbary, since it is
your will. May Christ, that died to redeem us, give me grace to
fulfill his commands, no matter though I, wretched woman, perish.
Women are born to thralldom and pain, and to be under man’s
governing.’

Not at Troy, when Pyrrhus broke down the wall before Ilium
was burnt, nor at the city of Thebes, nor at Rome when Hanni-
bal had thrice vanquished the Romans, was heard such tender
piteous weeping as in the chamber at her departure. But sing
she, weep she, forth she must go.

Oh cruel firmament, the first-moved, that with thy diurnal
swing ever pushest and hurlest cverﬁthing from east to west,
whicﬁ in natural motion would hold the other course, thy push-
ing set the heaven in such array at the beginning of this disastrous
journey that cruel Mars blasted this marriage. Inauspicious
tortuous ascendant, the lord of which, alas! is fallen helpless out
of his angle into the darkest house! Ah, malevolent planet
Mars! Ah, feeble moon, luckless are thy steps! Thou art in con-
junction where thou art not well received ; where thou wert au-
spicious, thence art thou departed. Alas, imprudent emperor!
Was there no astrologer in thy whole town? Is no time more
propitious than another for such a wedding? Is there no

choice of time for a journey, especially to folk of high station, |

even when a person’s horoscope is known? Alas, we are too '

ignorant or too slothful !

This fair and woful maid is come to ship with pomp and
circumstance. ¢Jesu Christ be with you alr now !’ she said,
and that was all except ¢ Farewell, fair Constance!’ She strove to
show a cheerful look, and forth I leave her sailing thus and will
return to the Syrians. :

1
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The mother of the soldan, a well-spring of all sin, espied
her son’s full intent to forsake his old sacrifices. At once she
summoned her council ; and when they were assembled to learn
her will, she sat her down and spoke as you shall now hear.
¢ Lords,’ quoth she, ¢ every one of you knows that my son is in
point to abandon the holy laws of our Alcoran given by God’s
messenger Mahomet. But one vow I make to the great God —
the life shall sooner vanish out of my body than Mahomet’s law
out of mine heart. What should this new faith bring us but
thralldom and penance to our bodies, and afterward to be
dragged to hell because we denied Mahomet, the founder of
our faith? But sirs, will you give me your pledges, assenting
to my plan which I shall tell you, that may secure us ever-
more?’

They swore and agreed, every man of them, to stand by her
in life and death, and each as best he could to draw all his friends
to strengthen her cause. ‘Thereupon she undertook the emprise
of which you shall hear, and spoke to them thus: ¢ First we
shall feign to accept the Christian faith, — cold water will not
grieve us except a little! Then I will make such a feast and

* revel that I shall requite the soldan for his deeds, I trow. Be

his wife christened never so white, she will need to wash away
the red though she brought with her a font-full of water.” Ah

,.,soldaness, thou virago, root of iniquity, thou second Semiramis !
.:*¥“{Ah serpent under the form of woman, like to that serpent that

/is bound deep in hell! Ah treacherous woman, all that can
destroy virtue and innocence through thy malice is bred in thee,
nest of every sin! Oh Satan, envious since that day thou wert
chased from our heritage, thou knowest well the old path to
women! Thou madest Eve bring us into servitude ; and wilt
ruin this Christian marriage. Alas, alas! thou makest of women
thine instrument, when thou wilt beguile.

This soldaness, whom I blame thus and curse, privily dis-
missed her council. Why delay the tale longer? On a day
she rode to the soldan and told him that she would renounce
her faith and receive baptism from priests’ hands, repenting that
she had been an heathen so long; and besought him to grant her
the honor to have the Christian folk to a feast,— “and I will do

. my diligence to please them.’
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The soldan replied, ‘I will do your will,’ and kneeling
thanked her for that request, so glad he knew not what to say.
Then she kissed her son and went homeward.

Explicit prima pars.

Sequitur pars secunda.

These Christian folk arrived in Syria with a large and stately
following. Straightway the soldan sent his messenger, first to
his mother and then to all the realm about, to say his wife had
truly come. He prayed his mother to ride to meet the queen
for the honor of his realm. Great was the press and rich the
spectacle when the Syrians and Romans met together. The
soldan’s mother, rich and gay of garb, received Constance with
as glad a countenance as any mother could show to her dear
daughter, and then with slow and stately gait they rode to the
nearest city hard by. Not the triumph of fulius of which Lucan
boasts was more royal or more sumptuous than this joyous
assembly. But under it all this scorpion, this wicked spirit, the
soldaness, for all her flattery, was planning to give a mortal sting.
The soldan himself came soon after in roya%lwise wondrous to
tell of, and welcomed her with all joy and bliss. Thus in mirth
and joy I leave them, for the fruit of it all is what I tell. In
due time men thought it wise that the revelry should cease, and
all went to rest.

The time came for the feast which this old soldaness had
ordained, and to it all the Christian folk betook them, both
young and old. Here could men see a royal feast, and more
dainties than I can describe to you. But all too dear they had
bought it, before they rose. Oh sudden woe, ever successor to
bliss of this world, which is ever sprinkled with bitterness, the
end of the joy of our earthly labors! Woe is the end of our
gladness. Hearken to this counsel for thy security: on the
day of joy forget not the unknown woe or harm that comes be-
hind. For to tell shortly,in a word, the soldan and every
Christian save dame Constance only were stabbed and hewn in .

G
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pieces at the table. This old soldaness, cursed crone, had
through her friends done this cursed deed, because she wished
to govern all the country. Nor was there a Syrian that was
converted and knew the counsel of the soldan, who was not all
hewn asunder ere he could escape. Constance they took with-
-out pause and set her on a ship, without a rudder, God wot!,
and bade her learn navigation out of Syria back again to Italy.
A ceftain treasur she had brought they put with her and,
sooth to-say; great storé of victual and also clothes, and then she
sailed forth on the salt sea. Ah my Constance, full of kindness,
ah beloved young daughter of an emperor, may He that is lord
of fortune be thy rudder!

She crossed herself and in a full piteous voice cried unto the
cross of Christ: ¢Oh bright blessed altar, holy cross, red with
the piteous blood of the Lamb that washed the world clean of
the old iniquity, guard me from the fiend and from his claws
on that day when I shall be drowned in the deep. Victorious
tree, Protection of the faithful, which alone wast worthy to bear
the king of heaven with His fresh wounds, the white Lamb That
was hurt with the spear — thou expeller of fiends out of man
and woman, over whom thy sheltering arms reach out, preserve
me and give me might to amend my life.’

For days and years this hapless wight sailed through the sea
of Greece to the straits of Morocco, as Fortune would. On many
a sorry meal she fed and often she looked for her death, before
the wild waves drove her to a resting-place. Men may ask why
she was not slain ; who saved her body at the feast? Who saved
Daniel, I answer, in the horrible cave where every one, master
and man, save he, was devoured by the lion ere he could escape ?
None but God, whom he bore in his heart. On her God would

- show His wondrous miracle, that we might see His mighty acts.
Christ, who is every harm’s soverei%’n remedy, does a thing often,
as clerks know, by certain means for certain ends, full dark to

man’s wit ; we are too ignorant to understand His wise i-
dence. Bum shg‘ was not slain at the feast, who savc% Ecr
from drowning in the sea? Who kept Jonas in the maw of the
fish till he was spouted up at Nineveh? Well may men know it
was none but He who saved the Hebrew people f¥om drowning,
and led them with dry feet through the sea. Who bade the four
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spirits of the tempest, powerful to vex the whole earth, ¢ Both

north and south and east and west, trouble not sea nor land nor

tree’? Truly, Hewho éave that command preserved this woman,

sleeping and waking, from the tempest. Whence could this

woman have meat and drink, how lasted her victual three years -
and more? Who fed St. Mary the Egyptian in the cavern or

in the desert? None but Christ, indeed ; it was as great a mar-

vel to feed five thousand folk with five loaves and two fishes.

God sent His abundance in her great need.

She drove forth into our wild ocean and through it until at -
length the waves cast her up under a stronghold whose name I
know not, far in Northumberland. Her s%nip stuck so fast in
the sand that for long it could not stir thence; Christ’s will was
that she should abide there. The constable of the castle came
down to see the wreck, and searched the whole ship and found
this weary careworn woman, and also her treasure. In her own
language she prayed him for grace, and to take the life from her
bof;, to deliver her from her woe; her speech was a manner of
corrupt Latin, but nevertheless he understood her. When the
constable had seen enough, he took this woful woman to land,
who kneeled down and thanked God’s dispensation, but what she
was she would tell no man for weal or woe, though she died for
it; she said that, by her troth, she was so bewildered in the sea
that she had lost her memory. The constable, and his wife also,
felt such pity for her that they wept in compassion. - She was so
diligent and eager to serve and please every one in that castle that .
all loved her W%'IO looked on her face.

This constable and his wife, dame Hermengild, and all that
country were pagans, but Hermengild loved her as her own soul,
and Constance sojourned so long with many a bitter tear and
fervent orison that Jesu of His grace converted dame Her-
mengild, the constabless. No Chnistians in all that land durst
assemble; the Christian folk had fled thence in fear of the
pagans, who had conquered all the regions of the north, by sea
and land. The old Christian Britons that dwelt in this isle had
fled to Wales, which was their refuge for the time. Yet the
Briton Christians were not so banished that there were not some
who privily honored Christ and beguiled the heathen folk, and
near the castle dwelt three such, one of them blind, who could -
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see only with the eyes of the soul, with which men see when they
are blind. Bright was the sun on that summer’s day when the
constable and his wife and Constance took the road toward the
sea for a little season, to divert them and to roam about.

¢In the name of Christ,’ cried this blind Briton, ¢give me
back my sight, dame Hermengild.’

This lady waxed fearful at the words, lest her husband would
slay her for her love to Jesu Christ. But Constance emboldened
her and bade her do the will of Christ, as a daughter of His
church.

The constable was abashed at this. ¢ What means this gear?’
he said.

¢Sir, it is the power of Christ,’ Constance answered, ¢that
saves folk from the snare of the fiend” And so far she set
forth our faith that, ere evening came, she had converted the
constable and made him believe on Christ.

This constable was not lord of this place of which I speak,
where he had found Constance, but had held it strongly, many
years long, under ZElla, king of Northumberland ; who was wise
and valiant of his deeds against the Scots, as men read in books.
But now I return to my story.

Satan, who watches ever to beguile us, saw all Constance’s

. perfection and plotted how he might pay her back. He caused

a young knight of that town to love her so hot, of foul love,
that he verily thought he should perish unless he could have
his will. He wooed her, but it availed not, she would do no
sin. Then, for cruel hate, he compassed a way to make her die
a shameful death. He watched for a time when the constable
was away and one night crept privily into Hermengild’s cham-
ber. Weary with vigils and prayers, Constance and Hermengild
were sleeping. Tempted by Satan, this knight went all softly
-to the bed, and cut Hermengild’s throat in twain, and laid the
bloody knife beside dame Constance ; then went his way, ill luck
to him!

Soon after the constable came home with Zlla, king of that
country, and saw his wife cruelly slain, and wept and wrung his
hands full often ; and beside Constance in the bed he foun§ the
bloody knife. Alas! what could she say? For very grief her
wit had left her. To King Zlla all this calamity was told, as
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well as the time, the place, and in what wise dame Constance
was found in a ship, as ye have heard it told before. The king’s
heart began to tremble with pity when he saw so gentle a crea-
ture fallen into grief and misfortune. For like a lamb led to
his death this innocent stood before the king, whilst the false
knight who had wrought the treason accused her of the crime.
Nevertheless there was great mourning amongst the people, who
said they could not deem that she had done such wickedness.
For they had seen her ever virtuous and loving Hermengild as
her own soul; and to this every one in that household bore wit-
ness save he who had slain Hermengild with his knife. And
now the noble king caught a clue to this witness, and thought ™
he would inquire deeper into these things to learn a truth.

Alas Constance! thou hast no champion at arms nor canst
thou fight for thyself, alack! But may He that died to redeem
us and bound Satan there where he still lies, be thy strong
champion this day | For unless Christ show an open miracle, -
thou shalt straightway be slain, though guiltless.— She dropped
upon her knees and said, ¢ Immortal God, Who didst save
Susanna from false blame, and thou, merciful maiden, Mary,
before whose Child angels sing “ Alleluia,” if I be guiltless of
this crime, save me ; else I die!’

Have ye not sometimes seen in a crowd the pale face of
one who is led to instant death? By its hue men might know
his face that was in peril amongst all the faces in that crowd.
So stood Constance and looked about her. Ah ye queens, living
in prosperity, duchesses and ladies all, have some pity on her
plight. It is an emperor’s daughter that stands alone, with none
to whom she may lament. Ah, seed of kings thus in peril, far
away are thy friends in thy necessity.

King Zlla had such compassion (as a gentle heart is ever full
of pity) that from his eyes the tears ran down. ¢ Now straight-
way fetch a book,” quoth he, “and if this knight will swear she
slew this woman, then we will consider whom we will have for
judge.’ A book of the Gospels in British was fetched and upon
it the knight swore that she was guilty. Thereupon a hand
smote him on the neck so that he straightway fell down like a
stone, and in the sight of all both his eyes burst from his face.
A voice came in the icaring of all, ¢ Thou hast slandered guiltless
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the daughter of holy Church. In royal presence thou hast done
this and yet hold I my peace.’

At this marvel all the crowd was aghast, save Constance
alone, and stood all in a maze in dread of vengeance. Great
was the dread and repentance of them that had wrongly sus-
pected this innocent gonstan’cc. And by this miracle and by
Constance’s mediation, in the end the king and many another
there were converted, thanks to Christ’s grace! This false
knight was speedily slain for his treachery by Zlla’s judgment ;

et Constance had great pity for his death. And after this, in
¥lis mercy, Jesu made Zlla wed with all honor this holy maid,
- so bright and fair. Thus Christ made Constance a queen.

But who, in very sooth, was woful for their marriage but

Donegild, the mother of the king, full of arrogance? It seemed
er cursed heart would burst at her son’s deed; it seemed a
dishonor that he should take for his mate so alien a creature.

I would not take such account of the chaff and straw as of
the corn; why should I speak of the royal array at the mar-
riage, what course went first at the banquet, who blows a horn
or trumpet? Only the cream of every tale is to be set forth ;
there was eating and drinking, and folk danced and sang and
made merr§— %onstance went apart with her husband, as was
but reason; for though wives be full holy creatures, they must
needs take in patience the will of folk that have wcddeg them
with rings, and lay a little their holiness aside for a season, —
they can do no less. In due time ZElla begat on her a boy-
child, and when he went toward Scotland to encounter his foes,
he committed her to a bishop and his constable. And soon fair
Constance, the humble and meek, was so far gone with child

"that she kept her chamber quietly, awaiting Christ’s pleasure,
until her time came and she brought forth a boy; Maurice they
called him at the font-stone. =T

The constable called a messenger and wrote to his king Zlla
the happy tidings,and other tidings profitable to be told. He took
the letter and went his way, but seeking his own advantage rode
first to the king’s mother and saluted her fairly : ¢ Madame, you
may be glad and blithe and thank God an hundred thousand
times. My lady queen truly has a child, to the joy and bliss
of all this realm. Lo, here are the sealed letters concerning it,
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which I must carry with all haste. If you would say aught to
your son the king, I am your servant, day and night.’

¢ Naught as at this time,” Donegild replied ; ‘but I will that
youh rest here all night and to-morrow I will tell you what I
wish.’

The messenger drank heavily of wine and ale and whilst he
slept like a swine his letters were privily stolen from his box;
and another letter concerning this thing was subtly counterfeited
and full sinfully wrought, addressed to the king as from the con-
stable. The letter said, * The queen was delivered of so horrible
and fiendly a creature that none was so bold as to remain in the
castle. The mother was an elf, come there by chance or charm
or magic, and every wight hates her company.’

Woful was the king at this letter, but he told his sore dis-
tress to none and wrote back with his own hand, ¢ Evermore
welcome be the will of Christ to me who am now versed in His
doctrine. Lord, welcome be Thy will and pleasure; all my
desires I place under Thy governance. My folk shall keep my -
wife and this child, be it foul or fair, till my home-coming.
When it so pleases Him, Christ may send me a son more’ to
my mind.” Privily weeping he sealed the letter and delivered it
to the messenger, who went forth and away.

Oh messenger, full of drunkenness, thy breath is strong, thy
face is distorted and thy limbs falter ever. Thou revealest all
secrets, thy mind is gone, thou pratest as a jay. Where drunk-
enness abounds no secret is hid. Oh Donegild, I have no Eng-
lish fit for thy tyrannous malice! Therefore I commit thee to
the fiend — let him tell of thy treachery! Fie brutish, nay, by
heaven I lie, fie fiendish spirit! for I dare to say thy spirit is in
hell, though thou walk here.

The messenger returned and again alighted at the court of
the king’s mother, to her great joy, who pleased him in all that
she could. He drank anf well stuffed out his girdle, and slept
and snored in his swinish way all night. Again his letters were
stolen, every one, and counterfeited letters made thus, ¢ The
king commands his constable straightway, on pain of condign
judgment and hanging, by no means to suffer (?onstance to re- -
main in his kingdom so much as an hour beyond three days;
but he shall put her, her young son, and all her gear in the same
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ship in which he found her, and push her out from the shore
and charge her never more to return.” Ah my Constance, well
may thy spirit shudder and thy dreams be of pain, when Done-
gild devised this order!

On the morrow, when he woke, the messenger took the
straight course to the castle and delivered to the constable his
letter.  'Who, when he saw its pitiful meaning, said many a
time, “alack !’ and “alas!’ ¢Lord Christ, how can this world
endure,” quoth he, ‘so full of sin is many a wight? O mighty
God, since Thou art a;fjust judge, how is it, so I offend Thee
not, that Thou wilt suffer the innocent to perish and the wicked
to reign in prosperity? Ah good Constance, alas! Woe is me
that I must be thine executioner, or die a death of shame. Yet
is there no escape!’

Both young and old in all that castle wept when the king
sent this accursed letter. On the fourth day, Constance with a
deadly pale face went her way towards the ship; full meekly she
bore Christ’s pleasure and kneeling on the shore said, ¢ Lord,
ever welcome be Thy will! He that kept me from the false
accusation whilst I dwelt amongst you on land, will keep me
safe from harm and shame on the salt sea, though I know not
how. Heis yet as strong as ever He was. In Him I trust
and in His dear Mother, who is my sail and helm.” Her little
child lay weepin% upon her arm, and kneeling she said pityingly
to him, ¢ Peace, little son, I will not harm thee,” and then she
drew her kerchief from her head and laid it over his little eyes
and lulled him in her arms. Then she cast her eyes to heaven;

* ¢ Mother,’ she said,  Mary, bright maid, true it is that through
| woman’s tempting, mankind was lost and ever doomed to death ;
.| wherefore thy Child was all torn upon the cross. Thy blessed
, eyes beheld all His torment; then is there no comparison be-
/ twixt thy woe and any that man may endure. Thou sawest thy
- Child slain before thine eyes; yet my little child still lives. Now
lady bright, to whom all sufferers cry for aid, glory of woman-
hood, fair maiden, haven of refuge, bright star of day, pity my
child, who of thy nobility pitiest every piteous distressed wight !
Alas, little child! What is thy guilt who hast never yet
sinned? Why would thy harsh father destroy thee? Oh help
me, dear constable! Let my little child dwell here with thee.
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But if thou darest not save him, kiss him once in his father’s
name.” Then looking back toward the land she said, ¢ Farewell,
ruthless husband !’; and rose and walked down the shore to the
ship. All the people followed her; and ever she soothed her
weeping child, and she took her leave, crossed herself with a
holy heart and entered into the ship.

The ship was provisioned, to say the sooth, abundantly for
her needs for many a day; and enough she had of other neces-
saries, praised be God’s grace. May God almighty control the
wind and weather and bring her home! I can say no more but
that she drove on over the sea.

Explicit secunda pars.

Sequitur pars tercia.

Soon after this /Ella the king came home to his castle, and
asked after his wife and child. The constable turned chill about
his heart, but told him fully all the deeds that ye have heard, —
I can tell it no better again; and showed the king his hand and
seal. ¢Lord, as you commanded me on pain of death, so have
I verily done” The messenger was tortured till he must con-
fess, flat and plain, where he had lodged from night to night;
and thus by wit and subtle inquiry they imagincg whence this
evil sprang. The hand that had written the letter was discovered,
and all this venomous cursed deed; but in what wise I know
not. The end was, as men may find in books, that ZElla slew
his mother because she was a traitor to her allegiance, and thus
ends old Donegfld, a plague on her! But the sorrow of Zlla
for his wife and child, ni;i'.tl and day, no tongue can tell. Now
I will return to Constance.

In pain and woe she floated on the seas five years and more
as pleased Christ’s providence, ere her ship approached land.
Under a heathen castle at last, of which I find not the name in°
‘n’xJ text, the sea threw her and her child. Almighty God,

ho savest mankind, forget not Constance and her child, that
are fallen again on an heathen land, in point to perish, as ye .
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shall all soon see. Down from the castle came many a wight to
gape at Constance and the ship., Briefly, one night the lord’s
steward, God send him evil! a thief who had denied our faith,
came down from the castle into the ship alone ; and said he would
be her lover, whether she would or no. Woebegone indeed
was this wretched woman then; her child and she cried lamen-
tably. But blessed Mary helped her anon, for with her violent
.struggling the thief speedily fell overboard, and was drowned in
the sea for punishment. Thus Christ kept Constance spotless.

Auctor. O foul sin of lust, behold thine end! Not only
dost thou enfeeble the mind of man, but wilt ruin his body too.
The end of thy deed and of thy blind desires is lamentation.
How many there be who are either slain or shamed, not only for
the deed but only for the intent to do the sin! But how should
this weak woman have the strength to defend her against this
renegade? O Goliath, immeasurable and huge, how could
David overthrow thee, he so young and bare of armor? How
durst he look on thy dread face? Man may see it was through
God’s favor. Who gave Judith the hardihood to kill Holofernes
in his tent and deliver God’s people from wretchedness? I ask
it for this reason, that just as God sent to her the spirit of vigor
to save her from disaster, so he sent might and vigor to Con-
stance. .

Out through the narrow mouth betwixt Gibraltar and Ceuta
went her ship driving ever, sometimes west, sometimes south
and north and east, for many a weary day. At length Christ’s
mother (be she ever blessed !) of her love wrought an end for her

; heaviness.

Now let us leave Constance for a little and speak of the
Roman emperor. Through letters out of Syria he had learned
the slaughter of Christian f%lk and the shame done to his daughter
by a false traitor, I mean the cursed wicked soldaness, and how
at the feast she had caused the murder of great and small.
Wherefore, to take high vengeance on the Syrians, he had sent,
under royal ordinance, his senator and many other lords, God
wot. For many a day they burned and slew and laid waste;
but at the last they were repairing victoriously to Rome. As
the senator was royally sailing, the book tells, he met the ship
driving on in which Constance sat full piteously. He knew not
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at all what she was nor why she was in such a plight; nor would
she tell of her estate, even to save her life. He brought her to
- Rome and delivered her and her young son to his wife; and
there she lived 'a season. Thus could our Lady bring poor :
Constance out of woe; and many another since. Long time
God granted her to dwell in that place in holy works. The
senator’s wife was her aunt, yet knew her never the more for
that. But I will tarry no longer here; I will return to Kin
Klla, whom I left weeping and sore sighing for his wife, and
will now leave Constance in the senator’s care.

King Zlla having slain his mother, on a day fell into such
remorse that at last he came to Rome to receive penance. He
submitted him to the pope’s behest in things great and small,
and besought Jesu Christ to forgive the wicked works he had
done. The news spread throughout Rome-town, by couriers that
went before him, how Zlla the king was coming on pilgrimage.
Wherefore the senator and many of his lineage rode to meet
him, according to the custom, as well to display his own splen-
did courtesy as to do reverence to a king. This noble senator
and King /Alla did great cheer one to the other; great honor
and friendship the noble senator showed to Zlla, and he to the
senator also. Within a day or two, it befell the senator feasted
with King Zlla and, in a word, if I err not, Constance’s son
went with him. Some men say that it was at Constance’s request
that he led this child to the feast. I cannot tell every point. Be
as be may, there-he was; and true it is that at his mother’s
bidding, during meat, the child stood looking in the king’s face.
Zlla had great marvel at the child and asked the senator anon,
¢ Whose is the fair child standing yonder?’ '

‘By God and St. John,” he answered, ‘I know not! He
has a mother, but father has he none that I know of;’ and
briefly he told Zlla how the child was found. ¢But God wot,’
said the senator also, ‘one of so virtuous life as his mother I
never saw nor heard of amongst all women of this world, maids
or wives. I dare well say she would rather have a blade through
her breast than be a sinful woman; no man could bring her to
that deed.’

Now this child was as like to Constance as a creature could
be. Zlla ‘had her face in his heart, and mused thereon if the
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child’s mother could perchance be she that had been his wife.
Privily he sighed, and made such speed from the table as he
could. ¢My faith!’ he thought, ¢there is a phantom in my
head. Of reasonable judgment I ought to deem that my wife is
drowned in the salt sea.” Yet again he reasoned,  How know I
but Christ has sent her hither by sea even as he sent her to my
country from another?’

After noon, home went Zlla with the senator to prove this
wondrous thing. The senator did him great honor and straight-
way sent for %onstance. Trust me, she cared not to dance
when she understood the message ; scarce could she stand upon
her feet. When Zlla saw his wife he gave her fair greeting and
.80 we?\t that it was pity to behold. At the first look he cast

upon her he knew her full well to be his wife. But she, for sor-
row, stood dumb as a tree; so was her heart shut up in pain
when she remembered his unkindness, and twice she swooned
before his eyes. He wept and piteously made his defence:
¢ Now may God and all His bright saints so surely have mercy
on my soul as I am as guiltless of your woe as Maurice my son,who
is so like you. Else may the fiend fetch me from this place!’

It was long before the sobbing and the bitter pangs could
easc their hearts; it was piteous to hear their weeping, which
seemed to increase their woe. I pray you release me E-om my
labors ; I cannot tell of their woe all the long day, I am aweary
of sorrow. But finally, when the truth was known, that Zlla
-was guiltless of her pain, they kissed a hundred times, I trow.
There was such bliss betwixt them that, except the joy everlast-
ing, no creature has ever seen the like nor shall see, whilst the
world endures. :

Then she prayed meekly that her husband in relief of her
long, pitiful pains would pray her father especially that of his
majesty he might:vouchsafe to dine with him some day. She
begged eke that he should by no means say a word to him of her.
Some men say that the child Maurice took this message to the
emperor. But I trow Zlla was not so foolish as to send any
child to one of such sovereign dignity, the flower of Christendom;
it is better to suppose he went himself. This emperor cour-
teously agreed to dine as he was asked, and I find it in the books
that he looked earnestly upon the child and thought on his
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daughter. Zlla went to his lodging, and, as became him, fur-
nished out the feast in every way so far as his cunning could
reach. The morrow came and Alla and his wife prepared to
escort the emperor, and forth they rode in joy and gladness.
When she saw her father she alighted down from her horse and
fell on her knees. ¢ Father,’ she said, ¢ your young child Con-
stance is now clean gone from your mind. But I am your
daughter Constance whom you once sent to Syria. It is I,
father, who was put alone upon the salt sea and doomed to die.
Now, good father, I cry you mercy. Send me no more to hea-
then lands, but thank my lord here for his kindness.’

Who can describe the pathetic joy of those three, thus
united ? But I must make an end of my tale; the day goes
fast and I must tarry no more. These happy folk sat them
down to dine, and I will leave them in a thousand-fold more
joy and bliss than I can tell.

This child Maurice was afterwards made emperor by the
pope, and lived as a good Christian and did great honor to:
Christ’s church. But 51 his story I will -pass by, for my tale is
most of Constance. In old Roman chronicles men may read
Maurice’s life; I bear it not in mind. When he saw his time,
King Zlla came back to England straight, with Constance his
sweet and holy wife, and there they lived in joy and quiet.

But little while the joy of this world lasts, I promise you;
time will not abide, from day to night it changes. Who f;ved
ever one day in such delight that neither conscience moved him,
ire, appetite nor some kind of terror, envy, pride, passion nor
some injury? I set down this truth only for this reason, that
Zlla’s bliss with Constance endured but a little while in joy and
in delight. For death, that takes his tax from high and low,
caught away King Zlla out of this world when a year was passed ; -
let us pray God’s mercy on his soul! For him dame Constance
had full great heaviness, but at last went her way back to the town
of Rome. There the holy creature found her friends all safe
and sound ; and thus had she escaped out of all her misadventures.
When she met her father she fell upon her knees to the earth,
and weeping for the pathetic joy of her heart, she praised God
a hundred thousand times. In virtue and holy almsdeeds they
lived together, and never went asunder till death parted them.
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And now farewell, my tale is done. And may Jesu Christ,

Who is mighty to send f{oy after woe, govern us in His grace
and guard us all that are here. Amen.

Here endeth the Tale of the Man of Law ; and next followeth the
Shipman’s Prologue.

Our Host stood up in his stirrups and said, ¢ Good men,
hearken, all of you. This was a profitable tale and a timely.
Sir parish priest, by God’s bones, tell us a tale as you agreed.
By God’s dignity, I see that you men learned in lore know
many a good thing.’

The Parson answered, ¢ Bless me! What ails the man, to
swear so sinfully ?’

Our Host answered, ¢ Ho, Johnnykin, ye are there, are ye?
I smell a Lollard in the wind. How now, good men, listen
and stay a bit, for by God’s worthy pains we shall have a predi-
cation. This Lollard here will preach us somewnat!’

¢ Nay, that shall he not, by my father’s soul,’ quoth the
Shipman. ¢ He shall not preach here, nor interpret any gospel
text. We all believe in the one great God; he would spring
some difficulty, or sow tares in our clean corn. Therefore,
Host, I warn you in advance, my jolly body shall give you a
story, and I shall clink you so merry a bell that I shall wake
you all! But it shall not be of philosophy, nor physic, nor
curious law-phrases. I have but small Latin in my belly !’

Here endeth the Shipman bis Prologue.

Here beginneth the Shipman's Tale.

At St. Denis whilom there dwelt a merchant, who was
rich and therefore men deemed him wise. His wife was of
excellent fairness, and loved company and revelry; a thing
which causes more expense than all the noble cheer and respect
are worth that men do such dames at feasts and dances. Such
salutations and fair looks pass away like a shadow upon the
wall. But woe to him who must always pay! For his own
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honor’s sake the hapless husband must clothe us and deck us A%

out in the rich array wherein we merrily dance. If peradven-
ture he cannot, or else will not suffer such expenditure, but
deem it but loss and waste, then must some other man pay our
cost or lend us gold ; and that is perilous.

This worthy merchant kept noble house, to which there
was ever wondrous great resort, for his liberality and his fair
wife. But hearken to my tale. Amongst his other guests
great and small was a monk, a bold man and a fair, thirty years
of age, I trow, who ever resorted thither. This young comely
monk had been so well acquainted with the goodman of the
house since they had known each other, that he was as familiar
in his house as any friend could be. Inasmuch as they had both
been born in one village, the monk claimed cousinship with
the goodman; and he again said him not nay, but was as glad
of it as a bird is of the dawn. Thus they were knit in eternal
alliance and each assured the other of brotherhood for
life. Free and liberal was Brother John, and chiefest with
his money in that house, and diligent to give pleasure; he
forgot not to tip the smallest page in all that house, and when
he came would give some manner of fit and handsomg thing
to the lord and a%t‘

Wherefore they were as glad of his coming as fowl is fain of
sunrise. But no more of this now, for this suffices.

It so befell on a day that this merchant made ready to go to
the town of Bruges to buy there certain goods. Therefore he
sent anon a messenger to Paris, praying Brother John to come to
St. Denis to divert himself with him and his wife for a day or
two before he went to Bruges. This noble monk had license
from his abbot to go when he would, because he was a man of

reat discretion, and also bailiff of the convent, and rode about to
inspect their granges and wide barns ; and he came anon to St.
Denis. Who was so welcome as my lord Brother John, our
dear cousin, full of courtesy? He brought with him a great jug
of Malmsey and another full of fine Vernage, and certain wild
fowl, as he was wont. Thus I leave them eating and drinking
and diverting them for a day or two.

The third day the merchant rose up and gravely considered
his business. Up he went into his counting-house to reckon

er that to all his household after their station.’

\/
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with himself how things this year stood with him and how he
had expended his money, and whether he had gained or no.
Many a ledger and bag he laid before him on his counting-board.
Full rich were his treasure and his money-bags, and therefore he
shut fast the counting-house door ; and also he would not that
any should break in upon his figuring; and thus he sat till past
prime. Brother John was also risen on this morrow and walked
to and fro in the garden, saying his office like a gentleman. The
goodwife came walking privily into the garden where he was
pacing softly, and saluted him as she had often done before. A
maid-child came in her company, whom she ruled and guided as
she would, for the maid was yet under the rod. ¢Oh my dear
cousin, Brother John,” quoth she, ¢what ails you to rise so
early ?’

¢ Niece,’ said he, ¢ it ought to suffice to sleep five hours, un-
less one is an old enfeebled wight, like these married men who
lie and cower, as a tired hare distracted by the hounds sits in her
form. But, dear niece, why are you so pale? I trow you have
need to rest you soon.” And with that word he laughed mer-
rily, and waxed all red at his own thought.

This fair wife began to shake her head. ¢Yea, God wot all,’
quoth she ; ‘well may I sin%I Alack | and Alas that I was born!
But to no wight dare I tell how it stands with me. Wherefore
I think either to go my way out of this land or else to make an
end of myself; I am so full of trouble and dread.’

The monk began to stare upon this wife. ¢Alack, my
niece,’ said he, ‘e(g:)d forbid that for any sorrow or fear you
should destroy yourself! But tell me your trouble; pegchance
I may counsel or help you in your mischief, and therefore tell
me all, for it shall be secret. For on my breviary here I take
my oath never to betray your counsel for fair or foul.’

I say the same to you again,” quoth she. ¢By God and
this breviary I swear, though I be torn in pieces or though I go
to hell for it, never to betray a word of what you tell me. This
I say not for our kinship but truly for friendship and good trust.’
Thus they swore and kissed upon it, and each said to the other
what they would.

¢ Cousin,’ she said, ¢if I had a fit time, —as I have not, most
of all in this place, — I would tell you the legend of my life,
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what I have suffered from my husband since I wedded him, kin
though he be to you.’

“Nay,” quoth the monk, ‘by God and St. Martin, he is
no more my kin than is this leaf hanging on the tree! By St.
Denis of France, I call him so to have the more ground for ac-

uaintance with you, whom of a truth I have loved especially .
above all women; this I swear on my order. Tell your grief
and haste you, and anon go your way, lest he come down.’

¢ My dear love, oh my Brother ]yohn !’ quoth she. < Would
I could keep this secret, but out it must, I can wait no longer.
My husband is the worst man to me that ever was since the
world was made. But since I am a wife, it befits me not to tell
any person of our private matters, either a-bed or elsewhere.
God of His grace forbid that I tell them. A wife should say
naught but honor of her husband, I know full well, save that to
you thus much I may say — so may God help me, as he is not
worth in any degree at all the value of a fly! Yet most of all
his stinginess grieves me. You well know that all women by
nature desire six things as well as I do; they would have their
husbands bold and wise and rich, and generous too, and submis-
sive _to their wives, and lusty. But by. the rood, for arriy-that= ;1
have bought, only to do him credit, a’ Sunday next I must pay _
an hundred francs, or else_l.am lost. Rather would I never
"have béén born than there should be scandal or dishonor for it;
yet if my husband should espy it, I am as good as lost ; there-
fore, I pray you, lend me this sum or I must die. Brother John,
I say, lend me these hundred francs, and by my faith, I will not
fail in gratitude if you grant to do what I ask. At a certain day
I will repay you and do you whatever pleasure and service I can,
even as you will appoint. If I do not, may God take vengeance -
upon me as foul as ever had Ganelon for his treason to France!’

This noble monk answered thus,—¢ Now truly, mine own
dear lady, I have such pity for you that I swear to you and
plight you my troth that when your husband has gone to
Flanders I will deliver you out of this care. I will bring you an
hundred francs.’ And at that he caught and kissed her many
times. ‘Now go,’ he said, ¢ all swiftly, and let us dine as soon
as may be, for it is prime of day by the sun-dial. Go now, and
be as trusty as I shall be.’

H
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¢ God forbid it be otherwise, Sir,” she said, and went forth as
merry as a magpie, and bade the cooks make haste that they all
might dine anon. Then up to her husband she went, and
knocked at his counting-house door full boldly. ‘Qui/2?’ he said.

¢ By Peter, it is 1,’ said she; ¢ What, sir, how long would you
fast? How long will you reckon and figure your sums and
your books and things? The Devil have a share in all such
sums! You have enough of God’s sending, perdy! Come
down to-day and let your bags be; are you not ashamed that
Brother John should fast wretchedly all this long day? What!
Let us hear a mass and then to dinner!’

Quoth this man, ¢ Wife, little can you fancy this intricate and
anxious business of ours. For so may God help me and my
lord St. Ive, amongst twelve of us merchants scarce two shall
prosper continually until old age. We are fain to make good
cheer and put as good face on it as may be, and let the world
wag as it will and keep our affairs privy, till we be dead or else
feign a pilgrimage or take ourselves oft somewhere. Therefore
is 1t full needful for me to plan my course in this queer world,
for evermore in trade we must stand in dread of hap and fortune.
To-morrow. at_sunrise I will to Flanders, and return as soon as
ever I can. Wherefore I beseech you, dear wife, be gentle and
meek toward every wight and careful to watch over our goods,
and govern our house decently and well. You have enough, in
every wise, for a provident housechold. You want for neither
array nor victual, and you shall lack no silver in your purse.’

ith that he shut his counting-house door and straightway
went down. Without delay a mass was said and quickly
the tables were set and they sped them to dinner; anﬂ right
richly this merchant fed thelgzg@i;lgl

After dinner Brother John gravely took the merchant aside
and said to him privily, ¢ Cousin, I see it stands so- that you will
to Bruges. God and St. Austin speed and guide you! I pray
you, cousin, be careful in your journey; govern your diet
temperately also; most chiefly in this heat. And so, farewell,
cousin ; there needs no more ceremony betwixt us; God shield
you from trouble! Day or night, if there be aught in my power
that you will command me in any wise, it shall be done, even as
you will have it.— One thing ere you go, I would pray you, if it
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may be; to lend me an hundred francs, a week or two, for certain
beasts that I must buy to stock a place with that is ours. God
so help me, I would it were yours! I will surely not fail my
day, by an hour, not for a thousand francs. But let this thing
be secret, I beg, for I must buy these beasts to-night. And
now farewell, mine own dear cousin ; gramercy for your gener-
osity and good cheer.’

This noble merchant anon answered courteously, ¢ Brother
John, cousin mine, truly this is a small request. My gold is
yours whenever you will have it, and not only my/gol but my
merchandise. Take what you will, God forbid you should
spare. But there is one thing with us merchants, — you know
it full well, — that our money is our plough. We may borrow
whilst we have credit, but it is no jest to be goldless. Pay it
again at your ease. I am full fain to serve you as I can’ He
fetched these hundred francs anon and delivered them privily to
the monk, and no wight in all the world knew of this loan sav-
ing these two. They drank and talked and rambled about a
while and diverted them till Brother John rode away to his
abbey.

’I)"he morrow came and the merchant rode toward Flanders;
his apprentice guided him till he came merrily into Bruges.
There he went diligently about his needs, buying and borrowing ;
he neither played at dice nor danced, but only minded his mer-
chandise ; and thus I leave him. -

The Sunday next after this merchant was gone, Brother
John arrived at St. Denis, his crown and head all freshly shaven.
In all that house was no page so small nor any wight else but
was full fain that my lord Brother John was returned. _But to .
go shortly to the point, this fair wife agreed with.Brother John
that she would grant him her love for these hundred francs. .. .

And on the morrow Brother John went his way, bidding the
household ¢ farewell, adieu!” None of them and no wight in the
town had suspicion of my lord John. And he rode back to his
abbey, or whither he would ; I say no more of him.

When the market was over, the merchant repaired to St.
Denis, where he made good cheer to his wife. He told her
that merchandise was so dear that he must needs borrow money,
for he was bound in a recognizance to pay forthwith twenty

P27
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thousand crowns, wherefore he went to Paris to borrow a sum
of francs from certain of his friends, and took certain moneys
with him, When he came to the town, of his great fondness
he went first to Brother John for a friendly visit; not to ask or
borrow money of him, but to learn of his welfare and to tell him
of his business, as friends do when they are met. Brother John
made him merry cheer, and the merchant in turn told how pro-
Eitiously he had bought his goods, God be thanked; save that

e must without fail secure a loan; and then he should be in
joy and rest. ¢ Certes,” Brother John answered, ‘I am full fain
that you are come back safe and sound. If I were rich, as I
hope for bliss, you should not want for twenty thousand crowns,
because you so kindly lent me gold the other day; and as I
best can, I thank you, by heaven and by St. Peter! But never-
theless I paid down that money upon your bench to our dame,
your wife at home. She knows it well, in faith, by certain tokens
that I can tell her. Now, by your leave, I cannot tarry longer ;
our abbot will out of this town anon and I must go in his com-
pany. Greet well our dame, mine own dear niece, and farewell,
dear cousin, till we meet.’

This merchant wary and wise made his borrowinﬁ and paid
down the money in Paris to certain Lombards, into their hands,
and got his bond back from them. Then he went home as
merry as a popinjay, for he well knew the affair so stood that he
must needs win on that journey a thousand francs above all his
expense.

His wife met him at the gate as she was wont to do. That
night they made merry, for he was rich and entirely out of debt.
At length this merchant said, ¢ In faith I am a little wroth with
you, my wife, much though it grieve me. And know you why?
I deem you have made a manner of strangeness betwixt me and
my cousin, Brother John. You should have warned me ere I
went that he had paid you an hundred francs and had a token
of it. He was ill pleased — he seemed so by his face, when I
spoke to him of my borrowing. Yet by our heavenly King, 1
thought not to ask aught of him. I pray you, wife, do so no
more. Tell me ever, ere I leave you, if any debtor have paid
you in my absence, lest by your negligence I might ask him for
a thing which he has paid.’
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His wife was never a bit affrighted, but said boldly, and that
at once, ¢ Marry, I defy the false monk, Brother John! I care
not a whit for his tokens. He gave me certain money, that I
know well. What! ill luck to his monk’s snout! God wot, I
thought he had given it me for your sake, to spend for mine
own credit and profit, in a cousinly way and by reason of the
food cheer he has ofttimes had in this house. But since I see

am in this pickle, I will answer you to the point. You have
slacker debtors than I.  For I will pay you readily from day to
day; and if so be I fail, I am your wife — score it upon my
account and I will pay it as soon as ever I can. By my troth, I
have bestowed every whit of it upon my array, and not on
waste! And because I have bestowed it so well and to your
credit, for heaven’s love, I say, be not wroth, but let us laugh
and sport. You shall have my merry face for pledge; forgive
it me, mine own dear spouse. Turn to me again and make
better cheer.’

This merchant saw there was no help, and that it were but
folly to chide, since the thing could not be amended. ¢Now,
wife,” he said, I forgive you, but on your soul be not so lavish
again. Take better care of our means, I charge you.’

Thus ends my tale now, and may God send us tales enough
to the end of our lives. Amen.

Here endeth the Shipman’s Tale.

Behold the merry words of the Host to the Shipman and to the
Lady Prioress.

¢ Well said,” quoth our Host, ‘by Corpus Dominus! Long
may you sail by the shore, sir gentle master, gentle mariner!
May God give this monk a thousand cartloads of bad years!
Aha, comrades, beware of such a trick! The monk put a dupe
in the man’s hood and in his wife’s too, by St. Austin! Never-
more bring monks to your house !

¢ But let that pass and now let us seek about; who shall tell
another tale of all this company?’ And with that word he
spoke as courteously as a maid: ¢ My lady Prioress, by your

£ ALTERT
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leave, so I knew I should not vex you, I would deem that you
should tell a tale next, if so be you would. Now will you vouch-
safe, my lady dear?’ :

¢ Gladly,’ said she, and spoke as I will now tell you.

Explicit.

The Prologue of the Prioress’s Tale.,

Domine, dominus noster.

O Lord our Lord, how marvellously is Thy name spread
. through this great world! For not only is Thy worthy praise

-performed by men of d}gnity, but by the mouth of children Thy

goodness is celebrated, for sometimes when sucking at the breast
they show Thy praise. Wherefore, as I best can, I will do my
diligence to tell a story in praise of Thee and of the white
lily-flower which bore Thee, who is maid forever. Not that I
can increase her honor, for she herself is honor and, next after her
Son, the root of bounty and the medicine of souls.

O mother-maid! O noble maid-mother! O bush unburnt,
though burning in the sight of Moses, that through thy humility
didst draw down from the Deity the Spirit that aligﬁtcd in thee; of
whose virtue, when He had illumined thy heart, was conceived the
Father’s Wisdom! Help me to tell my tale in thine honor. Lady,
thy kindness, thy nobility, thy might and thy great humility, no
wit and no tongue can express. For sometimes, lady, of thy be-
nignity, thou dost even go before men’s prayers, and procurest
for us, through thine intercession, the light to guide us unto thy
dear Son. My skill is so weak, O blessed queen, to declare thy
worthy greatness that I cannot sustain the burden; but fare as a
twelve-months’ child that can scarce utter any word. Therefore
I pray, guide my song which I shall say of thc.

Here beginneth the Prioress’s Tale.

In a great city in Asia amongst the Christian folk was a
Jewish quarter, maintained by a lord of that country for foul
usury and vile gain, hateful to Christ and His followers. And
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men could ride or walk all through the streets of it, for it was
open at either end. Down beyond the farther part stood a little
school of Christian folk, in which were many children of Christian
blood. Year by year they studied such things as were in use in
that country, that is to say, singing and reading, as small chil-
dren do. Amongst these little school-boys was a widow’s son,
seven years old. On his way to school, day by day, wherever he
saw the image of Christ’s mother he would kneel down and sa
his Ave Maria. Thus had the widow taught her little son to
honor our Lady, Christ’s dear mother, and he forgot it not, for
a good child will learn quickly. But ever, when I think of this
thing, St. Nicholas stands in my memory, because he did rever-
ence to Christ so young.

As this little child sat in school, studying his little book of
prayers, he heard Alma redemptoris sung, as the children learned
their book of antiphons, and he drew nearer and nearer as he
durst, ever hearkening to the words and the melody until he
knew the first verse alF by heart. He knew nothing of what the
Latin meant, he was too young and tender of age, §ut on a day
he begged his fellow to expound this song to him in his own
speech or tell him why it was in use. Many a time upon his
bare knees he prayed him to construe and explain it to him.
His fellow, who was older than he, answered, ¢ I have heard tell
that this song was made to salute our blessed Lady and pray her
to be our help and succor when we die. I cannot expound
more of it. I learn singing, I know but small grammar.’

¢ And is this song made in honor of Christ’s mother’? said
this innocent. ¢Now I will do my diligence, certes, to learn it
all ere Christmas is past. Though I be chidden for mine own
book, and beaten thrice in an hour, I will learn it in honor of our
Lady.’ '

6n the way home from day to day his fellow taught him
privily till he knew it all by heart, and then he sang it boldly
and well from word to word after the true melody. Twice a
day it passed through his throat, as he went to school and home
again through the Jewry, evermore sweetly singing and crying
O alma redemptoris. His mind was set ever upon our Lady;
the sweetness of Christ’s mother had so pierced his heart that
to invoke her he could not cease his singing on the way.
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Our first foe, the serpent Satan, who has his wasp’s nest in
the Jewish heart, swelled up and said, ¢ Ye Hebrew people, alas !
is this honorable to you that such a boy shall walk at will in
your despite and sing of such matter as is against the reverence
due your faith ?’ Thenceforth the Jews conspired to drive this
innocent out of the world. Thereto they suborned a murderer
who had a privy place in an alley, and as the child went by, this
cursed Jew seized and held him, then cut his throat and cast
him into a foul pit.

O cursed folk of modern Herods, what avails your evil in-
tent? Mourder will out, verily it will not fail, and chiefly where
it touches"the honof of God. Blood cries out on your cursed
deed. O martyr made fast in virginity (the Prioress cried), now
mayst thou sing, following ever the white celestial Lamb. Of
thee wrote St. John, the great evangelist, in Patmos, and said
that they go before the Lamb and sing an ever-new song, who
never knew women fleshly.

This widow waited al{ that night for her little child, but he
came not. Wherefore, as soon as it was day, with pale face and
anxious dread she sought him at school and elsewhere, till finally
she learned so much, that he was last seen in the Jewry. With
mother’s pity in her breast, as if half out of her mind she went
to every place where she fancied a likelihood to find her little
child, and ever she cried on Christ’s mother the meek and
tender ; and at length she sought him amongst the cursed Jews.
She questioned every Jew that dwelt there and prayed them
piteously to tell her if her child had passed by. They said
‘Nay.” But Jesu of His grace presently put it into her mind
that she cried out to her son, where he was cast in the pit beside
the way.

O great God that performest thy laud by the mouth of
innocents, behold here thy power! This gem of chastity, this
emerald, and this bright ruby of martyrdom, where he lay with
throat all cut, he began to sing a/ma redemptoris so loudly that
the place all rang. The Christian folk passing through the
street came to marvel upon the deed and in haste sent after the
provost. He came thither, he tarried not, and praised Christ,
the King of heaven, and eke His mother, the glory of mankind.
And then he bade the Jews should be bound. With piteous
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lamentations the child was taken up, ever singing his song, and
carried to the nearest abbey with a great and noble procession.
His mother lay by the bier swooning; scarce could the people
draw away this second Rachel from the bier. Each one of the
Jews who knew of this murder the provost caused to die in tor-
ment and by a shameful death, and that straightway. No such
cursedness would he tolerate. Evil he shall have who evil de-
serves. Therefore he had them drawn with wild horses and
after that hung them, according to law.

Upon his bier before the chief altar this innocent lay ever
whilst the mass went on, and then the abbot and his convent
sped them to bury him. But when they sprinkled holy water
on him, the child spoke again, and sang, O alma redemptoris
mater] ‘This abbot, a holy man, as monks be (or_else.ought to
be), began to conjure this young child. "¢ O dear child, I be-
seech thee, in the name of the Eoly Trinity, tell me why thou
singest, since to mine eyes thy throat is cut.’

¢ My throat is cut to my neck-bone,’ said this child, ‘and in
the course of nature I should have died, yea, long since. But
as ye will find in books, Jesu Christ will Kave His glory abide
and be remembered. Therefore in honor of His dear mother,
I still may sing loud and clear O alma. After my little wit, I
ever loved Christ’s sweet mother, this well of mercy, and when 1
was in point to die, she came to me and bade me sing this an-
them in my death, as ye have heard, and as I sang methought
she laid a graii'on my tongue. Wherefore I sing and sing I
must needs in honor of that blessed noble maiden till the grainis
taken from my tongue. And afterward she said to me, “ My
little child, now will I fetch thee when the grain is taken away.
Be not afraid, I will not forsake thee!”’

This holy monk, the abbot I mean, drew out the child’s
tongue and took off the grain, and he softly yielded up the
ghost. When the abbot saw this marvel, his salt tears trickled
down like a shower, and he fell all flat upon the pavement and
lay still as if bound, and all the monks eke lay weeping upon the
floor, blessing Christ’s dear mother. At length they rose and
went forth and took this martyr from his bier, and enclosed his
little sweet body in a tomb of pure marble-stones. Where he
now is, God grant we may all see him !
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O young Hugh of Lincoln, slain also by cursed Jews, as all
men know (for it is but a little while since), pray thou also for
us, sinful unstable folk, that God in His mercy multiply His
grace upon us in reverence of His Mother Mary. Amen.

Here is ended the Prioress’s T ale.

Bebold the merry words of the Host to Chaucer.

When all this miracle had been told, every man was won-
drous sober ; until our Host began to jest, and then for the first
time he looked on me and said, ¢ What man are you? Are you
watching to see an hare? Ever I see you staring upon the
ground. - Come nearer and look up merrily. - Now make way,
sirs, — give this man room! He is full shapely in the waist like
myself, small and fair of visage ; he were a dolly for any woman
to embrace in her arms! He seems elf-like by his countenance,
for he chats with no man. Now tell us somewhat, as other folk
have done. Tell us anon a tale of mirth.’

‘Host,’ said I, be not displeased, for certes I know none
other tale but a rhyme that I learned long ago.’

‘Yea, that is good,’ said he. ‘Now m:tiinks by his face we
shall hear some rare thing.’

Here beginneth Chaucer's Tale of Thopas.

Listen, lords, with good will, and verily I will tell you of
mirth and joy; all of a knight, fair and noble in battle and
tournament, Sir Thopas was his name. Born he was in a far
country, beyond the sea,in Flanders, at Poppering in the manor-
house. His father stood in full high degree, by God’s grace
lord of that country. Sir Thopas waxed into a doughty swain, with
a face as white as wheaten bread and lips as red as a rosebud.
His hue was like fast scarlet dyes,and I tell you of a truth he had
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a seemly nose. Like saffron was his hair and cke his beard, »
which reached unto his girdle. His shoes were of Cordovan /2.4
leather and his brown hose from Bruges. His robe was a rich
brocade which cost many a half-penny. He could hunt wild
deer and ride along the river hawking, with a gray goshawk on
hand. He was a good archer to boot and at wrestling he had no

eer, wherever a ram was staked. Many a maid, bright in her
Eower, mourned for love of him when she had better have slept ;
but he was chaste, and no lecher, and sweet as flower of the thorn,
that bears the red hip.

On a morrow it so befell that Sir Thopas would ride forth,
and he got upon his gray steed, in his hand a lance, and a long
sword by his thigh. Through a fair forest he spurred, where
were many wild beasts, yea, both bucks and hares; but as he
rode south and rode north, I tell you a sorry hap had wellnigh
betided him. There sprung herbs great and small, the licorice
and ginger and many a clove and nutmeg to put in ale, whether
fresh or old, or to put away in a box. %‘hc birds sang, in good
sooth, that it was a joy to hear; the sparrow-hawk and the
popinjay, the throstlecock made his ditty, and the wood-dove on
the branch sang full loud and clear.

Sir Thopas fell into love-longing when he heard the singing
of the throstle, and spurred on like a madman; his fair steed
sweated so with the spurring that men might have wrung out
water, and all bloody were his sides. Sir Thopas too was so
weary from riding over the soft grass, so fiery was his vigor, that
he laid him down in that place and rested his charger and let him
feed. ¢Oh St. Mary, benedicite! What ails this love to bind
me so sore? Perdy, I dreamed all the night long that an elf-
queen shall be my love and sleep under my robe. An elf-queen
will I verily love, for in this world is no woman worthy to be my
mate ; all other women I renounce, and betake me over dale and
down to an elf-queen.’

Straight he climbed into his saddle and spurred over stile
and stone to espy his elf-queen; till he found 1n a secret retreat
the land of faerie so' savage ; for there was none other durst ride
into that country. At length came a great giant, Sir Elephant by
name, a man perilous of his deeds, and said, ¢ Young knight, b
Mahound unfess thou spurrest out of my haunt, with mace{
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will slay thy charger. Here dwells the queen of Faerie with
harp, and pipe and tabor.’

The knight replied, ¢ As I hope for bliss, to-morrow will I
meet thee wl%cn I am in armor. And I hope, by my faith, very
bitterly shalt thou yet pay for it by this lance’s point. Thy
maw will I thrust through, I trust, ere prime of day; and here
shalt thou be slain.’

Sir Thopas drew back apace. The giant cast stones at him
from a fell staff-sling; but Child Thopas escaped, all through
God'’s grace and his own fair port.

Still ‘give ear to my song, lords, that is merrier than the
nightingale, for I will whisper you how Sir Thopas, with his
slender flanks, spurred over hill and dale and came to town again.
His merry men he bade make glee and jollity, for needs must he
fight a giant with three heads; all for the love and joyance of
one who shines full fair. ¢Call hither my minstrels, to recite
tales whilst I arm me; and romances full royal, of popes and
cardinals and eke of love-longing |’

First they fetched him sweet wine and mead in a wooden
bowl ; royal spicery, gingerbread and licorice and cummin with
sugar so fine. Next to his white flesh he donned breeches and
shirt of fine clear lawn, and over his shirt a quilted tunic and
over that a coat of mail to save his heart from piercing. Over
that he wore a hauberk of strong plate, all of Jews’ work, and
his surcoat white as a lily. His shield was all of red gold, and
bore a carbuncle and a boar’s head. There he swore by bread
and ale how that the giant should die, betide what might! His
greaves were of full hard leather, the sheath of his sword of ivory,
and his helmet bright and brazen, his saddle of whale-ivory, his
bridle shone like the sun or as the moonshine. His spear was
of fine cypress and boded war — no peace for him!—, with its
head ground full sharp. His steed was dapple-gray and went a
soft and gentle amble all through the land.

Lo, my lords, here is my first fit done! If you will have
more, I will seek to tell it.

For charity’s sake, now hold your tongues, knight and gra-
cious lady, and hearken to my story. I will tell you anon of
battle and knighthood and of ladies’ love-longing. Men speak
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of noble romances, of Horn. Child and of Ypotis and Pleynda-
mour, of Bevis and Sic. Guy and Sir Libeaus. But Sir Thopas
bears the flower for royal knighthood.

He bestrode his good steed and glided forth upon his way
like a spark out of the burning. His crest was a tower with a
lily therein. May God shield his body from harm! And be-
cause he was an adventurous knight, he would not sleep in a
house, but lay without in his hood; his bright helm was his
pillow and his courser grazed beside him upon the herbage
fine and fresh. Himself drank of water of the spring, like Sir
Percival the knight, that was so worthy under his weeds; till on
a day —

Here the Host stinteth Chaucer of bis Tale of Thopas.

¢ No more of this, for God’s dignity !’ quoth our Host; ¢you
so weary me by your very silliness that mine ears ache with
your rubbish-prate, God so bless my soul! To the Devil with
such a rhyme, well may men call it doggerel !’

‘Why so?’ said I. ¢ Why will you stop me in my tale more
than another, since it is the best rhyme I know?’

‘By heaven,” quoth he, ¢because, to speak plainly, your
stinking rhyme is not worth a curse; you do naught but waste
time. Sir, flatly, you shall rhyme no longer. Let us see
whether you can tel{ us aught in worthy poetry, or at least some-
what in prose, in which there may be some mirth or instruction.’

¢ Gladly,” said I, ‘in God’s name! 1 will tell you a little
thinﬁ in prose that ought to please you, I trow; else truly you
are hard to please. Itis an edifying moral tale, though it be told
in sundry ways by sundry folk, as I shall show you. As thus:
you well know that each evangelist who tells of Jesu Christ’s
passion tells not everything as his fellows tell it; but never-
theless their substance is all true, and all accord in their substance,
albeit their telling differs. For Mark and Matthew, John and
Luke, some say more and some less when they tell of his
piteous passion ; but doubtless their meaning is all one. There-
fore, lordings all, I pray, if you think I vary in my speech, as
thus, — though I tell somewhat more proverbs in this little
treatise to enforce my matter with than you have heard other
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folk tell, and though I say not the same words that you have
heard before, yet ? pray you all blame me not. For in my
meaning you shall not find much variance from the meaning of
that little treatise after which I make this pleasant tale. There-
fore I crave of you to hearken to what I shall say, and let me
tell my tale through.’

Explicis.

s

Here beginneth Chaucer's Tale of Melibee. .

A young man called Meglibeus, mighty and rich, had of his
wife, who was called Prudence, a daughter who was called
Sophia. Upon a day it befell that he went into the fields to
disport” him. His wife and his daughter he left within his
house, of which the doors were fast shut. Three of his old foes
espied it, and set ladders to the walls of his house and entered
by the windows, and beat his wife and wounded his daughter
with five mortal wounds in five sundry places (that is to say, in
her feet, in her hands, in her ears, in her nose, and in her
mouth), and left her for dead and went away.

When Melibeus was returned into his house and saw all
this mischief, like a madman he began to rend his clothes, and
to weep and cry. Prudence his wife, as far as she durst, besought
him to cease his weeping; but notwithstanding he began to cry
and weep more and more.

This noble wife Prudence remembered the wise words of
Qyid, in his book called The Remedy of Love, where he says,
“he is a fool that would hinder the mother to weep at the death
of her child for a cértain time, till she have wept her fill; but
then a man ought to do his diligence to comfort her with sweet
words, and to pray her to cease her weeping.” For which reason
this noble wife Prudence suffered her husband to weep and cry
for a certain space; but when she saw her time, she spoke to
him in this wise. ¢Alas, my lord,” quoth she, ‘why make
you yourself to be like a fool? In sooth it fits not a wise man
to show such sorrow. Your daughter, by the grace of God,
shall recover and escape. And even were it so that she were
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now dead, for her death you ought not to destroy yourself.
Seneca says, “ the wise man shall not be too comfortless for the
death of his children, but certes he should suffer it in Paticnce,
even as he awaits the death of his own proper person.”

This Melibeus answered anon and said, ¢ What man should.
cease his weeping, who has so great a cause to weep? Jesu
fg?hrist our Lord Himself wept for the death of Lazarus, His
riend.’

Prudence answered, ¢ Certes, well I know that moderate
weeping is not forbidden to him that is sorrowful, and amongst
folk in sorrow, but rather it is fully granted him to weep. T%le
anstle Paul writes unto the Romans, “a man shall rejoice with
thed that make joy, and weep with such folk as weep.” But
though moderate weeping be granted, over-violent weeping is

forbidden. Temperance in weeping should be considered, after
the instruction o Seneca, « when thy friend is dead, let not
thine eyes be too moist with tears, nor yet over-dry ; although
the tears come to thine eyes, let them not fall.” And when
you have lost your friend, do your diligence to get another
friend ; and this is more wisdom than to weep for your friend
whom you have lost, for therein is no help. And therefore, if

ou govern yourself by sapience, put away sorrow out of your
¥|eart. Remember you that Jesus the son of Sirach says, “a
man to be joyous and glad in heart, it conserveth him flourishing
in his age; but soothly a sorrowful heart maketh his bones
dry.” e says also thus, that “sorrow in heart slayeth full
many a man.” Solomon says, that “right as moths injure
garments, and the small worms the tree, right so sorrow injureth
the heart.”” Wherefore we ought, as well at the death of our chil-
dren as at the loss of our temporal goods, to have patience.
Remember the patient_Job, when he had lost his children and his
temporal substance, and in his body received and endured full
many a grievous tribulation ; yet he said thus, “our Lord hath
given it me, our Lord hath bereft it from me: blessed be the
name of our Lord !’

To these foresaid things answered Melibeus unto his wife
Prudence, ¢ All your words are true, and also profitable; but
truly my heart is troubled with this sorrow so grievously that
I know not what to do.’
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¢ Summon,’ quoth Prudence, “all your true friends and your
kinsmen who are wise; tell them your case, and hearken to
what counsel they say, and govern you after their sentence.
Solomon says, “ work all thy doings by counsel, and thou shalt
never repent.” .

Then by the counsel of his wife Prudence this Melibeus
summoned a great congregation of folk, such as surgeons,
physicians, old folk and young, and some of his old enemies
reconciled in semblance to his love and his grace. And therewith
came some of his neighbors that did him reverence more for fear
than for love, as haps often. There came also full many subtle
flatterers, and wise advocates learned in the law.

And when these folk were assembled together, this Melibeus
in sorrowful wise showed them his case; and by the manner
of his speech it seemed that in heart he bore a cruel ire, ready
to do vengeance upon his foes, and desired that war should
speedily begin. Yet nevertheless he asked their counsel upon
this matter.

!:Tlxe greater part of the tale, consisting of the advice of Meli-
wife and friends, is here omitted.]

And when that dame Prudence saw her time, she enquired
and asked her lord Melibeus what vengeance he thouglt to
take on his adversaries. To which Melibeus answered and
said, ¢ Certes, I think and purpose fully to disinherit them of
all that ever they have, and to send them into exile forever.’

¢ Certes,” quoth dame Prudence, ¢this were a cruel sentence,
and much against reason. For you are rich enough, and have
no need of other men’s goods; and you might lightly in this
wise get you a covetous name, which is a vicious thing and
ought to be eschewed of every good man. For according to
the saying of the apostle, “ covetousness is the root of all evils.”
And therefore it were better for you to lose so much goods
of your own than to take of their goods in this manner. For
better it is to lose goods with honor than to win goods with
baseness and shame. And every man ought to do his diligence
to get him a good name. And he ought also not only to busy
himself to keep his good name, but also to strive ever to do
somewhat by which he may refresh his good name, for

beus



THE TALE OF MELIBEUS 13-

it is written that “the old good praise or good name of a
man is soon %’one and past when it is not renewed or refreshed.”
And as touching that saying, that you will exile your adver-
saries, methinks that is much against reason and beyond moder-
ation, considering the power ﬁat they have given you upon
themselves. And it is written that ic is worthy to lose his
Krivilcgc that misuseth the might and the power that is given
im.”  And even supposin% you might enjoin for them that
[I,mnishmcnt by right and by law (which I trow you may not do),

say peradventure you could not put it in execution; and then
were it likely to return to war as it was before. And therefore
if you will that men should yield you obedience, you must
judge more courteously ; that is to say, you must give easier
sentences and judgments. For it is written that ‘“he that
most courteously commandeth, him men most obey.” And
therefore I pray you that in this necessity you contrive to
overcome your own heart. For Seneca says that “he that
overcometh his heart overcometh twice”; and Tullius says,
“there is naught so commendable in a great lord as when he
is benign and meek, and is easily appeased.” And I pray you
that you will forbear now to do vengeance, in such a manner
that your ﬁOOd name may be kept and conserved; and that
men may have cause and matter to praise you for your pity
and your mercy; and that you may never have cause to repent
you of any thing which you have done. For Seneca says, “he
overcometh in an evil manner that repenteth him of his victory.”
Wherefore, I pray you, let mercy be in your mind and in your
heart, to the effect and intent that God almighty may have
mercy on you in His last judgment. For_St._James says in
his epistle, “judgment without mercy shall be done to him
that hath no mercy of another wight.””’

When Melibeus had heard the great reasons and arguments
of dame Prudence, and her wise instructions and teachings, his
heart began to incline to the will of his wife, reflecting on her
faithful meaning ; and he conformed him anon, and assented
fully to work af%cr her counsel, and thanked God, from Whom
proceeds all virtue and all goodness, that had sent him a wife of
so great discretion. And when the day came that his adversaries
should appear in his presence, he spoke unto them full kindly,

1
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and said in this wise : ¢ Albeit that of your pride and presumption
and folly, and of your carelessness and ignorance, you have mis-
conducted yourselves and trespassed against me; yet, forasmuch
as I see and behold your great humility, and that you are sorry
and repentant for yourguilts, it constrains me togrant you grace and
mercy. Therefore I receive you to my grace, and forgive you
utterly all the offences, injuries and wrongs that you have done
zﬁainst me and mine ; to this effect and to this end, that God of
is endless mercy will at the time of our dying forgive us our
ilts in which we have trespassed against Himin this wretched
world. For doubtless, if we be sorry and repentant of the sins
and guilts in which we have trespassed in the sight of our Lord
God, He is so liberal and so merciful that He will forgive us our
guilts, and bring us to His bliss that has no end. Amen.’

Here is ended Chaucer's Tale of Melibee and of Dame Prudence.

The Monk’s Prologue.

When I had ended my tale of Melibeus and of Prudence
and her goodness, our Host said, ¢ As I am a faithful wight, and
by the precious corpus Madrian, 1 would give a barrel of ale so
my dear good wife had heard thisstory! She has no such patience
as had Melibeus’ wife. By God’s bones! when I beat my lads,
she brings me great clubbed staves and cries, “ Slay every one of
the dogs! Break them, back and every bone!” And if any
neighbor of ours will not make a reverence to my wife in church,
or 1s so bold as to offend against her, she ramps in my face when
she comes home and cries, “ False coward, avenge your wife !
By corpus bones, you shall have my distaff and go spin, and I will
have your knife !” Day and night she will be saying, “ Alas that
I was ever born to wed a coward-ape and a milksop, who is put
upon by every creature! You dare not stand up fgr your wife’s
rights!”  This is my life, unless I will pick a quarrel with my
neighbors ; I must take myself out at the door or I am lost, un-
less I were foolhardy in her quarrel as a wild lion. I wot well
that some day she will make me kill some neighbor and then
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flee for my life, for I am a dangerous man with my knife in hand,
albeit I dare not resist her, for sheis big of arms, in faith, as he
shall find who injures her in word or act. But let us pass this .
matter by.

¢ My lord Monk, be merry of cheer, for in faith you shall tell
a tale. Lo, Rochester stands hard by there. Ride forth, mine
own lord, spoil not our sport. But by my troth, your name I
know not, whether to call you my lord Sir John, or Sir Thomas,
or else Sir Alban. Of what convent are you, in heaven’s name ?
You have a full fair skin, I vow to God ; it must be a noble pas-
ture, that where you feed : you are no penitent or ghost! On
my faith, you are some kind of officer, a noble sacristan or cellarer,
for by nty father’s soul I deem you must be a master at home,
no poor cloister-monk nor novice neither, but a governor, wise
and wily ; and a comely-looking person withal, for brawn and
bones. May God bring him to confusion who first brought you
to the religious life! Alas, why wear you so wide acope? Had
you leave, as you have the might, you would have begotten many a
fair creature. God bless me, but an I were pope, not you only,
but every mighty man, though he were shorn full hifh on his
pate, should have a wife. All the world is lost; religion has’
taken up all the best, and we lay-folk are but shrimps. Of
feeble trees come feeble scions; therefore be our heirs so slim
and feeble that they cannot well engender. This makes our wives
to make assay of religious folk. — But be not wroth, my lord, that
I make merry thus; full often in jest I have heard a sooth
told.’ ’

This worthy Monk took all in patience, and said, ‘I will do
my diligence, as far as tends to virtue, to tell you a tale, or two
or three of them. And if you list to hearken hither, I will tell
you the life of St. Edward; or else I will first relate certain
tragedies, of which I have a full hundred in my cell. A tragedy
means a certain story, as the old books tell us, of him who stood
once in great prosperity and falls out of high estate into misery
and ends in wretchedness. They are commonly in verses of six -
feet, which men call hexameters. Many are indited in Erosc,
and eke in many a sundry metre. Lo! this description should
suffice. Now hearken if you please to hear. But first I beseech
you to excuse my ignorance if I tell not these things in order,
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be it of popes, kings, or emperors, according to their times, as
they are found written, but put some before and some behind, as
they come now into my remembrance.’

Explicit.

Here beginneth the Monk’s Tale, De Casibus Virorum Illustrium.

In the manner of tragedy I will bewail the misfortune of them
that stood in high estate and so fell that no remedy could bring
them out of their adversity. For when Fortune will flee, none
can detain the course of her. Let no man trust in blind good
fortune ; be warned by these old and true ensamples.

LuctFer.

At Lucifer, though he were an angel and not a man, I will
begin. For though Fortune cannot harm an angel, yet for his
sin he fell down from his high degree into hell, where he now is.
O Lucifer, brightest of all angels, now art thou Satan and canst
never depart out of that misery into which thou art fallen.

ApamMm.

Lo, Adam was created in the plain of Damascus by God’s
own finger and not uncleanly begotten of man’s loins, and of all
paradise was he lord, saving one tree. Never man on earth was of
so high estate till for sin he was driven from his high prosperity
to labor, misfortune, and hell.

SaMson.

Behold Samson, who long ere his birth was announced by
an angel and consecrated to almighty God, and stood in high
honor as long as he had his eyes. Was never such another as
he for strength and hardihood. But he told his secret to his
wives, wherefore he slew himself for misery.

This noble almighty champion slew a lion and rent him all
in pieces with no weapon save his two hands, as he walked on
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his way to his wedding. His false wife so cajoled and entreated
him till she knew his counsel and treacherously revealed it to
his foes, and forsook him and took another mate. In wrath he
took three hundred foxes, and bound their tails together and
knit a burning brand to every tail and so set the foxes’ tails afire.
They burnt up all the corn in that land and eke all their olive-

roves and vines. He slew a thousand men with no weapon

ut an ass’s cheek-bone. When they were slain, he was so
athirst that he wellnigh perished ; and prayed God to pity his
pains and send him drink, or else he must die. From a molar-
tooth in the ass’s dry jaw-bone there rushed anon a spring, from
which he drank his fill. Thus God helped him, as Fudges
tells.

At Gaza on a night by main force, in spite of the Philistines
in that city, he tore up the gates of the town and carried them
on his back high upon an hill for men to see. O noble almighty
Samson dear, hadst thou not told thy secret to women, in all
this world would have been nowhere thy match.

This Samson never took strong drink nor wine, nor did ever
razor or shears come upon his head, by precept of the divine
messenger, for all his strength lay in ziis hair. Full twenty
winters, year by year, had he the governance over Israel. But
soon must he weep full bitterly, for women brought him to ruin.
He told his mistress Delilah that all his strength lay in his hair,
and she falsely sold him to his foemen, and whilst he slept in
her lap on a day, she had his hair clipped and sheared and let
his enemies detect his secret. When they found him in this
ﬁlight, they bound him fast and put out his eyes. Before his

air was clipped or shorn no bond could bind him, but now he
was imprisoned in a cave and made to grind at a hand-mill. O
noble Samson, strongest of men, once a judge in glory and
wealth, now mayst thou weep with thy blind eyes, since thou art
fallen from weal into wretchedness. The end of the poor wight
was this. On a day his foemen made a festival and set him to
play the fool before them. And this was in a splendid temple.
But at last he wrought dread ruin; for he shook two pillars and
made them fall ; down fell temple and all, and there 1t lay, and
it slew him and eke all his foemen, the princes every one, that
is to say, with three thousand bodies besides.
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I say no more of Samson. Be warned by this old and simple
ensample, that men tell not their secret to their wives if it touch
life or limb.

HercuLss.

His own deeds sing laud and high renown of Hercules, the
sovereign conqueror, the flower of strength in his time. He
slew the lion and took his skin, and laid low the Centaur’s boast.
He slew the Harpies, the cruel fell birds, and robbed the dragon
of his golden apples. He brought away Cerberus the hell-
hound. He slew the cruel tyrant Busiris and gave him to his
horses to devour, flesh and bones. He slew the fiery venomous
serpent, and broke one of the two horns of Achelous, and Cacus
he slew in a rocky cave, and the giant Antzus, the strong, and
the grisly boar, and carried heaven upon his neck for many days.
Was never wight since the world was made that slew so many
monsters. For his strength and high virtues, throughout this
wide world ran his name, and he travelled to see every realm.
He was so strong that no man could say him nay. At both
ends of the world, says Trophee, he set pillars for a bourne.

This noble champion had a sweetheart, Dejanira by name,
fresh as the May, and, as these clerks note, she sent him a shirt,
fresh and fine. Alas this shirt, out upon it! It was envenomed
so subtly that ere he had worn it half a day, his flesh all fell
from his bones. But nathecless some clerks excuse her, and
blame one Nessus who made it. Be that as it may, I will not
accuse her; but he wore the shirt upon his naked back till his
flesh blackened with the venom. And when he saw there was
no help, he raked up for himself a bed of hot coals, for he
deigned not to die with any poison. Thus died this worthy,
mighty Hercules. Lo, who can trust long on Fortune? He
who follows the ways of this crowded world is often laid full low
before he is ware. Wise is he who knows himself. Beware,
for when Fortune chooses to flatter, she watches to overthrow
her man in such way as he would least imagine.

NEBUCHADNEZZAR.

The mighty throne and precious treasure, the glorious scep-
tre and royal majesty of King Nebuchadnezzar can scarce be
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described by tongue. Twice he won Jerusalem, and carried off
the vessels of the temple. At Babylon was his sovereign seat,
and there he enjoyed his glory and delight.

The fairest children o% the royal blood of Israel he made his
cunuchs and thralls. Amongst others was Daniel, the wisest
child of all ; for he expounded the king’s dreams when there was
no clerk in Chaldea who knew to what end his dreams pointed.
This proud king had a golden statue made, sixty cubits long
and seven broad, to which he commanded both young and old
to bow and pay veneration, or be burned in a furnace Pull of red
flames. But never would Daniel and his two young fellows
consent to that act. This king of kings, proud and %iftcd up,
deemed that God who sits in majesty could not bereave him of
his high station. But suddenly he lost it, and became like a
beast, and ate hay as any ox and lay under the sky and walked
in the rain with wild beasts, till a certain time was revolved.
His hair grew as an eagle’s feathers, his nails were like a bird’s
claws, till God released him from certain years of punishment
and gave him back his wit. And then with many a tear he
thanked God, and ever in his life was in dread to do amiss or
trespass further, and until he was laid on his bier he knew that
God was mighty and full of grace.

BELSHAZZAR.

His son, Belshazzar, who héld the throne after his father's
day, could not beware by his father, for he was proud of heart
and sumptuous of life, and ever an idolater. is high estate
made him feel secure in his pride. But Fortune cast him down,
and suddenly divided his kingdom.

Upon a time he made a festival to all his lords and bade
them be blithe; he called his officers, ¢ Go,” quoth he, ¢ bring
forth the vessels which my father, in his day o‘} greatness, took
from the temple of Jerusalem, and thank we our high gods for -
the honor that our elders left with us.” His wife, his lords and
his concubines drank out of these noble vessels sundry wines as
long as they would. And this king cast his eye upon the wall
and saw an armless hand writing, for fear of which he quaked and
sighed sore. This hand whicE made Belshazzar so sore aghast
wrote, Mane, techel, phares. In all that land was no magician
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who could expound these letters ; but Daniel expounded it anon
and said, ¢King, God lent to thy father glory and honor,
dominion, treasure, and revenue. And he was proud and in no
wise feared God, and therefore God sent upon him heavy ven-
geance and bereft him of his kingdom. He was cast out from
the company of man, his habitation was with asses, and he lay
like a beast in wet and dry, till he knew by grace and reason
that the God of heaven has dominion over every realm and
every creature. And then God had compassion of him and
restored to him his kingdom and his own form. Now thou, his
son, art proud also, and knowest all these things. Thou art
rebel to God, and art his foe. Thou hast drunk from his vessels
boldly ; and eke thy wife and thy wenches drank sinfully sundry
wines from the same vessels, and cursedly thou praisest false
gods. Therefore great pains are decreed for thee. This hand
that wrote on the wall Mane, techel, phares, was sent from God,
believe me. Thy kingdom is departed, thou weighest naught,
thy kingdom is divided and shall be given to the Medes and
Persians.” And the same night the king was slain and Darius
occupied his station, though he had no lawful right thereto.

ordings, you may take warning hereby, Eow there is no
security in %ordship. For when Fortune will forsake a man, she
bears away kingdom, and wealth, and friends, great and small.
What friends a man has in good fortune, mishap will make ene-
mies. I trow this proverb 1s full true and full general.

ZENOBIA.
Zenobia, Queen of Palmyra, as the Persians write concerning

~ her glory, was so valorous and so bold in arms that no wight

passed her in hardihood, nor in lineage nor in other nobleness.
She was descended from the blood of Persian kings; I say not
that she was fairest of all women, but her form could not be
amended. From her childhood I find that she fled to the wood
from woman’s office. With her broad arrows she spilled many
a wild hart’s blood ; she was so swift that she seized them anon.
When she was older she would kill lions and leopards, and rent
bears in pieces and in her arms dealt with them at will. Shedurst
seek wild beasts’ dens and roam over the mountains all night and
sleep under a bush. For very strength she could wrestle with
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any young man, were he never so active. Naught could stand
against her arms. She kept her maidenhood against every wight
and deigned to be bound to none. At length her friends married
her to Odenatus, a prince of that country, albeit she delayed
them long. (And ye shall understand that he had even such
fancies as she.) But nevertheless, when they were knit together,
they lived in joy and felicity, for each held the other dear. She
had two sons by this Odenatus, whom she brought up in virtue
and learning. But now return we to our tale. I say so wor-
shipful a creature, so wise withal and liberal without prodigality,
so active and resolute in war, so courteous eke, was nowhere to
be found in all this world. Her rich array as well of vessels
as of clothes could not be declared ; she was all clad in gems
and gold. She spared not, for any hunting, to gain full knowl-
edge of sundry tongues when she had leisure, and to learn
books was all her delight, and how she might spend her life in
virtue.

And, to treat shortly of this story, so doughty were she and
her husband that they conquered and held with strong hand
many great kingdoms and many a fair city in the orient which
had belonged to the majesty of Rome. Never could their foe-
men put them to flight whilst Odenatus’ days lasted. Whoso
list to read of her battles against Sapor the king and others, and
how all these events fell out, why she made her conquests and what
title she had thereto, and afterward of her woe and mischance,
how she was besieged and taken, let him go to my master
Petrarch, who writes enough of this, I trow. When Odenatus
died, she held the realm with her own mighty hand and fought
so fiercely against her foes that there was no king nor prince in
all that region but was vglad if he found such grace that she
warred not upon him. ith her they made treaty and alliance
to live in peace and let her ride and sport at will. Neither
Claudius the emperor of Rome nor Gallienus before him, nor
any Armenian or Egyptian, Syrian or Arabian, was so courageous
as to dare fight with her in the field, lest she slay them with her
own hands or put them to flight with her troops.

Her two sons went in regal habit as heirs of all their father’s
realms; and Hermanno and Thymalao were their names in
Persian. But ever Fortune mingles gall in her honey; this
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mighty queen could endure no long time; Fortune made her
fall from her kingdom into wretchedness and mischance.
Aurelian, when the governance of Rome came into his hands,
Elanncd to do vengeance upon this queen, and took his way with
is legions toward her land ; and, to tell it shortly, made her flee,
and at last seized and bound her in fetters with her two children,
‘and won the land and went back to Rome. Amongst other
things that he won, this Aurelian, the great Roman, took with
him her chariot all wrought with gold and gems, that men might
see it. Zenobia walked before his triumphal car with gilt chains
hanging from her neck, crowned according to her station, and
her ha%it loaded with gems. Alas, Fortune! she that was
whilom dreadful to kings and emperors, upon her all the rabble
gape. Alas! she that was helmed in steel in stern onslaughts,
and won strong towns and towers by force, shall now, as it were,
have a helm o? glass upon her head. She that bore a splendid
sceptre shall, in turn, bear a distaff.

De PeTro REGE IspannNiE.

O noble worthy Peter, Spain’s glory, whose majesty Fortune
held so high, in truth men ought to mourn thy piteous death.
Thy brother made thee flee thine own land, and afterwards in a
siege by subtlety thou wert betrayed and led to his tent and there
slain by his own hand; and he succeeded to thy kingdom and
revenues. He who bore for arms the field of snow, with a black
eagle therein, caught by the rod colored as flame, brewed all
this sin and cursedness; and the Wicked Nest was a worker of
this extremity. He was no whit like Charlemagne’s Oliver, who
ever heeded fidelity and honor, but a Ganelon of Armorica cor-
rupted by a bribe, who brought this worthy king into such a
snare.

Dx\ Perro Rece pe Cipro.

O worthy Peter, King of Cyprus, thou who wonnest Alex-
andria by noble generalship, thou broughtest woe to many an
heathen. For this thine own lieges bore malice to thee and on
a morning murdered thee in thy %Zd, for naught but thy knight-
hood. Thus Fortune rules and guides her wheel, and brings
man from joy to sorrow.
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was
De BarnaBo DE LuMBARDIA, )

Great Bernabo Visconti of Milan, the god of pleasure and | £.
scourge of Lombardy, since thou climbedst to such high estate,
why s%\ould I not recount thine ill fortune? Thy brother’s son,
allied to thee doubly, both nephew and son-in-law, caused thee e i
to die in his prison. But why or how thou wert slain I know |[37§
not.

De HuceLiNno, CoMITE DE PizE.

No tongue, for pity, can tell of the languishing of Earl Ugo-
lino of Pisa. But a little out of Pisa stands a tower in which he
was imprisoned with his three little children, the eldest scarce
five yearsold. Alas! it was great cruelty to put such birds in
such a cage! In that prison he was forced to die, for Roger,
Bishop of Pisa, had made on him a false accusation, whcre?ore
the people rose against him and put him in prison, in such wise
as you have heard ; and of meat and drink he had so little that
it could scarce suffice, and that little poor and bad withal. On
a day it befell that at the hour when his meat was wont to be
brought, the gaoler shut the tower-doors. He heard it well, but
spoke not; and in his heart a thought came that they would
have him die of hunger. ¢Alas!’ he said, ‘that I was made!’,
and the tears fell from his eyes. His young son, three years old,
said to him, ¢ Father, why weep you? hen will the gaoler
bring us our ﬁottage? Have you no morsel of bread?* I can-
not slccr for hunger; would God I might sleep forever! Hun-
ger would not then creep into my belly ; I long more after naught,
save bread.’

Thus day by day this child cried till he lay down in his
father’s arms and said, ¢ Farewell, father, I die,” and kissed his
father and died the same day. When the woful father saw him
dead, for sorrow he began to bite his two arms, ¢ Alas, Fortune,
alackaday !’ he said. ¢ All my woe I blame on thy false wheel !”
His children deemed that he gnawed his arms for hunger, and
not for grief, and said, ¢ Father, do not so, alas!, but eat rather
our flesh. Our flesh you gave us —,take our flesh from us,
and eat enough.” Thus they said to him, and then within a
day or two they laid them in his lap and died. Himself cke
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died of hunger in despair; thus ended this mighty Earl of Pisa,
cut away from his high estate by Fortune. And here enough
of this tragedy. Whoso would hear more of it, let him read
the great poet of Italy called Dante, for he will relate it all from
point to point, and not lack one word.

NEro.

Although Nero was as vicious as any fiend lying low in hell,
yet, as Suctonius tells us, he had this wide world in subjection,
cast and west, north and south. His habit was all decked with
rubies, sapphires and white pearls, for in gems he had great de-
light. Never was emperor more dainty or proud or sumptuous
o? array ; that robe which he had worn once he would never see
again. Many a net of gold thread he had, to fish in the Tiber
when he would divert him. All that he wished to do he made
lawful by decree, and Fortune obeyed him as his friend. He
burned Rome for his amusement, and upon a day slew the sena-
tors to hear how men would weep and cry. He slew his brother,
and deflowered his sister. He put his mother in piteous plight,
and cut her open ; alack that he recked so little of his mother!
No tear fell from his eye at that sight, but he said, ‘A fair woman
she was.” It is marvel how he could be critic of her dead beauty;
he only commanded wine to be brought and drank anon. When
might is joined to cruelty, alas, too Eu' will the harm go.

In youth this emperor had a master, to teach him learning
and courtesy, the flower of moral wisdom, if the books lie not.
Whilst he was under this master he was made so intelligent and
so gentle that it was long before tyranny or any other vice durst
attack his soul. Nero had great awe of this Seneca, because he
would ever discreetly chide him for his vices. ¢Sir,” he would
say, ‘an emperor must neceds be virtuous and hate tyranny.’
Wherefore Nero made him to bleed to death from both his
arms in a bath. This Nero had had a custom in youth to rise
in presence of his master, but this became in time a great vexa-
tion to him, and therefore he made him die thus. This wise
Seneca chose to die in a bath thus rather than have other tor-
ments ; and thus Nero killed his dear master.

Now it befell that Fortune would no more cherish the
haughty pride of Nero. Though he were strong, she was
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stronger. She thought, ‘I am too foolish, in faith, to set in
high degree a man so full of vice, and call him emperor; I will
drag him from his seat, — when he least expects, he shall fall.’
On a night the people rose against him for his crimes, and when
he was aware of it he betook him out at his door alone and
knocked hard at a door where he looked for friendship ; the more
he cried the faster they shut the doors. Then he knew well
that his hope had misled him, and called no longer, but went his
way. The people shouted and muttered roundabout, so that he
heard them witE his own ears,  Where is this false tyrant, this
Nero?’ For fear he was almost out of his wits, and prayed
piteously to his gods for succor, but it availed not. He well-
nigh died for terror, and ran into a garden to hide him. There
he found two churls sitting by a great glowing fire, and to them
he began to pray to slay him ang strike off his head, that men
might not know his body and do it shame. He slew himself,
he knew no better way, at which Fortune laughed and made
sport,

HoLoFERNES.

No king’s captain put more realms in subjection, nor in his
time was mightier in every wise in the field, nor of greater re-
nown, nor more magnificent in high arrogance than Holofernes.
Fortune ever kissed him wantonly and led him up and down,
till his head was off before he knew it. Not only all men held
him in awe lest they forfeit riches or liberty, but he made every
one to deny his own faith. ¢ Nebuchadnezzar was god and none
other god should be adored,” he said. No wight durst trespass

ainst his behest, save in Bethulia, a strong city, where one

liachim was priest. But take heed of Holofernes’ death. On
a night he lay drunk amid his host within his tent, great as a
barn, and yet for all his pomp and power, Judith, a woman,
smote off his head as he lay on his back sleeping, and stole
privily from his tent to the town with his head.

De Rece AnTiocHO ILLUSTRI.

What need to tell of the high royal majesty of King Antiochus,
of his lofty pride and evil works? Nowhere was such another.
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Read what he was in the book of Maccabees, and his proud
words, why he fell from high well-being and how he died wretch-
edly upon an hill. Fortune had so advanced him in glory that
verily he thought he could reach the stars and weigh each moun-
tain in the balance and restrain all the floods of the sea. God'’s
people he most hated, and would slay them in torment, weening
that God could never abate his pride. And because they had
mightily vanquished Nicanor and Timotheus, he so hated the
Jews that he bade straightway prepare his chariot and swore full
savagely he would back to Jerusalem and cruelly wreak his ire
upon it. But he was soon hindered in his purpose. For his
threats God smote him so sore with an invisible, incurable
wound, that it cut and bit his guts till he could not bear his
pains. Verily the vengeance was just, for he had wounded
many a man’s guts. Yet for all his pain he would not cease his
cursed and damnable purpose, but he bade array his host.
Suddenly, before he was aware, God daunted all his pride and
brag; for he fell so hard from his chariot that his limbs and flesh
were rent and he could neither walk nor ride, but was borne
about in a chair all bruised in back and side. God’s vengeance
smote him so cruelly that evil worms crawled through his body,
and withal he stank so horribly that, whether he slept or woke,
none of all his household could endure the stench of him. In
this mischief he wailed and wept, and knew God to be Lord of
every creature. To himself and to all his host the stench of his
carrion was full loathsome ; none could carry him to and fro. And
in this stink and horrible pain he died wretchedly upon a moun-
tain. Then had this robber and homicide, who had made many
a man weep and lament, the guerdon due unto arrogance.

ALEXANDER.

The story of Alexander is so widespread that every wight of
discretion has heard somewhat or all of his fortune. In brief, he
won by force this wide world ; or else folk were fain, by reason
of his high renown, to send to him for peace. He laid low the
pride of man and beast wherever he came, even to the ends of
the world. Never yet could comparison be made betwixt him
and another conqueror. All this world quaked for dread of him,
he was the flower of knighthood and liberality, Fortune made
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him inheritor of her honors, and save wine and women, naught
could blunt his high purpose in arms and labors, he was so tull
of lion-like spirit. 'What praise were it to him if I told of Darius
and an hundred thousand more, kings, princes, earls, bold dukes
whom he conquered and brought to woe? I say the world was
his so far as man can walk or ride; what more can I say? For
though I wrote or talked evermore of his knighthood, it would
not suffice. He reigned twelve years, says Maccabees, and was
son of Philip of Macedon, who was the first king in the land of
Greece. O worthy noble Alexander, alas that ever such a thing
should befall! Thou wert poisoned by thine own folk. Fortune
diced with thee and turned thy six into an ace, and yet wept
never a tear! Who shall give me tears to lament the death of
high blood and of nobility, of him who wielded the world and
yet thought it not enough, so full was his spirit of high emprise?
Alas, who shall help me to arraign false Fortune and execrate :
that poison, both of which I blame for all his woe ?

Jurius Czsar.

By wisdom, manhood and great labor Julius the Conqueror
rose from humble birth to royal majesty, and won all the oc-
cident over land and sea by the strength of his hand or by treaty,
and made it tributary to Rome. And afterwards he was emperor,
till Fortune became Kis adversary. O mighty Cssar, in Thessaly
thou didst war against Pompey, thy father-in-law, who controlled
all the chivalry of the orient as ‘za'r as dawn of day, and by thy
knighthood thou didst capture and slay all save a few folk who
fled with him. Thus thou didst put the orient in awe, thanks
to Fortune that sped thee so well. But now I will bewail this
Pompey a little wEilc, this noble governor of Rome, who fled in
this battle. One of his men, I say, a false traitor, smote off his
head and brought it to Julius to win his favor. Alas, Pompey,
conqueror of the orient, that Fortune should have brought thee
to such an end!

Julius repaired to Rome in his triumph, crowned high with
laurel. But on a time, Brutus Cassius, who ever bore ill-will to
his high estate, made a secret subtle conspiracy against him, and
chose the place where he should die by poniards, as I will tell
you. Upon a day, as he was wont, this Julius went to the
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Capitol, and there this false Brutus and his other foes seized him
anon and wounded him with many a wound, and there let him
lie. And he never groaned except at one stroke, or else two,
unless the books are false. So manly of heart was this Julius,
and so well he loved comely dignity, that with all his deadly sore
wounds he cast his mantle over his hips, that none should see
his nakedness. Thus, as he lay tranced and a-dying, and
knew verily that his life was spent, yet had ly thought of
dignity.

Lucan, I commit this story to thee, and to Suetonius, and
Valerius also, who wrote beginning and end of it, how to these
two great conquerors at first E‘ortune was friend and then their foe.
Let no man trust long to have her favor, but evermore be watch-
ful of her. Be warned by these mighty conquerors.

Crasus

This rich Creesus, whilom the king of Lydia, albeit he was
sorely dreaded by Cyrus, yet was he caught in the midst of his
ride and led to the fire to be burned. But such a rain poured
rom the welkin that it slew the fire and let him escape. %et he
had not grace to beware till Fortune made him hang, mouth
open, upon the gallows.

When he was escaped, he could not refrain from beginning a
new war again. He deemed well, since Fortune sent him such
hap as to escape by help of the rain, that he could never be
killed by his fges; and cke he dreamed a dream upon a night;
of which he was so fain and proud that he set his whole heart
upon vengeance. He was upon a tree, he dreamed, and Jupiter
washed him, back and sides, and Phceebus brought a fair towel
todry him. With this he was all puffed up, and bade his daughter,
who steod beside him and he knew abounded in high learning,
to tell what it signified. She began right thus to expound his
dream : ¢ The tree,” quoth she, ¢ betokens the gallows, and Jupi-
ter betokens the rain and snow, and Phcaebus with his clean
towel, they are the beams of the sun. You shall be hanged,
father, in sooth ; the rain shall wash you and the sun dry you.’
Thus flat and plainly she warned him, his daughter, hight Phania.

So Creesus, the proud king, was hanged ; his royal throne availed
him not.
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Tragedy is no other thing than to cry and bewail in song
Fortune’s attacks and unware strokes upon proud thrones. For
when men trust her, then she fails them and covers her bright
face with a cloud.

Here the Knight stinteth the Monk of bis Tale,

The Prologue of the Nun's Priest’s T ale. -

‘Ho, good sir, no more of this,” quoth the Knight. ¢What

Kou have told is enough, in truth, and much more, for a little

eaviness goes far with most folk, I trow. As for me, it isa _
great distress to hear of the sudden fall of folk who have been in
great ease and wealth,alas! And the contrary is joy and delight,
as when a man who has been in poor estate climbs up and waxes
prosperous and there abides. Such a thing is gladsome and
goodly to speak of.’ '

‘Yea, by St. Paul’s bell,” quoth our Host, ¢ you say sooth.
This monk claps his tongue on high; he told how “fortune
covered with a cloud.” — I wot never what, and also you heard
right now of a “tragedy” ; and yet there is no help, perdy,
in bewailing or complaining what is done, and also it is grievous,
as you have said, to hear of heaviness. Sir Monk, no more of
this, for the love of heaven. Your tale distresses this whole party ;
such talk is not worth a butterfly, for therein is no jollity nor .
sport. Wherefore, Sir Monk, or Sir Piers by your name, tell
us of somewhat else, I pray you heartily; for in truth, were it_
not for the clinking of your bells, hanging over all your bridle,
by heaven’s King,% should have fallen down for slumber ere this,
though the slough had been never so deep. Then would your
tale iave been told in vain! For truly, as these clerks say,

[ p—

¢« Whene’er 2 man can find none audience,
It helpeth not to speak his wit or sense.’’

I know how to understand a good tale well told, I trow. Sir,
tell somewhat of hunting, I prithee.’
¢ Nay,’ quoth the Monk, ‘I list not to make sport. Let an-
other tell, as I have told.’
K
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Then our Host, with rude and bold speech, said forthwith to
the Nun’s Priest, ¢ Come nearer, thou priest, thou Sir John,
come hither and tell of somewhat to gladden our hearts. Be
blithe, though you ride upon a nag. %Vhat though your horse
be foul and lean! If he serve you, reck not a peascod. Look
that your heart be evermore merry.’

Yea, sir,’ quoth he, ‘yea, Host, in faith if I be not merry,
you may chide me well.” And forthwith he broached his tale
and spoke thus to us all, this goodly man, this sweet priest, Sir
John,

Explicst.

Here beginneth the Nun's Priest's Tale of the Cock and the Hen,
Chanticleer and Partlet.

A widow, poor and somewhat on in years, dwelt whilom in a
little cottage tEat stood in a dale beside a grove. Since the day
she was last a wife, this widow of whom I tell this tale had lived
full patiently and simply ; for her goods and earnings were but
small. By husbanding what God sent, she kept herself and her
two daughters; she had three large sows and no more, three
kine and a sheep named Molly. er bower and hall were full
sooty, where she ate many a slender meal ; she needed never a
bit of pungent sauce, nor did dainty morsel ever pass her throat;
her diet matched her gown, Surfeiting never made her sick, her
only physic was a temperate diet, with exercise and heart’s con-
tent. It was not the gout kept her from dancing, nor did the
apoplexy molest her head. Neither red wine nor white drank
she ; her board was served for the most with white and black, of
which she found no want, milk and brown bread, with broiled

—bacan and at times an egg or two, for she was a kind of dairy-
woman.

She had a yard enclosed all about with sticks and a dry ditch,
and herein she had a cock, Chanticleer. In all the land was not
his match for crowing; his voice was merrier than the merry
organ, that goes in church on mass-days. More trusty was his
crowing in his yard than a clock or an abbey horologe ; he knew
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by nature each revolution of the equinoctial in that longitude,
for when each fifteen degrees were ascended, then he crew, that
it could not be bettered. His comb was redder than fine coral,
and indented like a castle-wall. His black bill shone Iike jet;
like_azure were his legs and toes, his nails whiter than the lily-
flower, and his hue like burnished gold. This noble cock had
in his governance seven hens, to do all his pleasure, his sisters
and paramours, and wondrous like him in looks; of which the
fairest hued on her throat was named fair Demoiselle Partlet.
She was courteous, discreet, debonair and companionable, and
bore herself so fairly since she was seven nights old that truly
she held the heart of Chanticleer all locked, and herself bore the
key ; he loved her so that well was him. But such a joy as it
was to hear them sing in sweet accord when the bright sun began
to rise,

¢ My lief is faren in londe !” -

For at that time,as I have made out, beasts and birds could sing
and speak. '

Now it so befell, one dawning, as Chanticleer sat on his
perch amongst his wives in the %nall, and next him this fair
Partlet, that he began to %roan in_his throat as a man grievously
troubled 1n"his dream. When Partlet heard him thus roar, she
was aghast, and said: ¢ Oh dear heart, what ails you to groan
thus? A fine sleeper you are; fie, for shame!’

And he answered, ¢ Madame, take it not amiss, I pray you;
’tis God’s truth, I dreamed right now that I was in such mishap
that my heart is yet sore affrighted. Now God bring my dream
to good, and keep my body from foul prison! I dreamed how
I roamed up and down within our yard, and saw there a beast
like a hound, who would have made arrest upon my body and
killed me. He was betwixt yellow and red in color, his tail
and ears tipped with black, unlike the rest of his coat; his snout
was slender and his two eyes glowing. For fear of his looks I
almost die even now. This caused my groaning, doubtless.’

¢ Avaunt!’ quoth she; “fie upon you, faint heart! Alas! for
by that God in heaven you have now lost my heart and love.
In faith, certes, I cannot loveacoward. Whatsoever any woman
will say, all of us desire to have husbands bold, wise, and liberal,
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trusty with secrets, not a niggard nor a fool, nor aghast at every
weapon, nor yet a boaster, by the heaven above us! How durst
you, for shame, say to your dear that aught could make you
afraid? Have you not a man’s heart, yet have a beard! Alas,
,can_you be aghast at dreams? There is naught in dreams but
-vanity, God wot. Dreams are engendered of surfeit and often of .
fumes and of folks’ temperaments, when his humors are too
abundant in a wight. Truly this dream which you have dreamed
comes from a superfluity of your red choler. This causes folk in
their dreams to have dread of arrows and of fire with red blazes,
of huge beasts, that they will bite them, of fighting, and great
and small whelps; even as the melancholy humor causes full
many a man to cry out in sleep for fear of black bears or black
bull, or eke black devils will catch him. I could tell eke of
other humors that work woe to many a man in sleep. But I
will pass on as lightly as I may. Lo Cato, who was so wise!
said ﬁe not thus, “ Take no heed of dreams ”? Now sir,” quoth
~—_she, “for the love of heaven, when we fly down from these rafters,
do take some laxative. On peril of my life and soul, I lie not
and counsel .you for the best, that you purge you both of
choler and of melancholy ; and, that you delay not, though there
be no apothecary in this town, I will myself direct you to herbs
that shall be for your health and weal ; and I shall find the herbs
in our yard which have the natural property to purge you be-
neath and eke above. Forget not tﬁis, for God’s sake! You
are full bilious of temperament. Beware lest the sun as he
climbs up find you replete with hot humors. And if he do, I
dare lay a groat that you will have a tertian fever, or an ague
that may be the death of you. For a day or two you shall have
... & light diet of worms ere you take your laxatives, — your spurge-
" laurel, centaury, and fumitory or ef;e hellebore, that grows there,
your caper-spurge or buck-thorn berries, or herb-ivy growing
in our yard, and pleasant to take. Peck them right up growing
and eat them in. By your father’s soul, husband, be merry and
dread no dreams. I can say naught else.’
¢ Gramercy for your lore, madame! But nevertheless,’ quoth
he, ¢ as to Sir Cato, who has suth a name for wisdom, though he
bade fear no dreams, by God, men may read in old books of
many a man of more authority than ever Cato had, who says all
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the reverse of his opinion, and has well found by experience that
dreams are significant as well of joy as of tribulations that folk
endure in this present life.” There needs no argument for this;
very experience shows it.

It 1s told by one of the greatest authors that men read that
once two companions went in full pious mood on a pilgriinage,
and it so happed they came into a town so full of people and so
scant of lodgings that they found not so much as one cottage

*where they could both be lodged. Wherefore they needs must
part company for that night, and each went to his quarters as
chance assigned them. One was lodged in a stall far off in a
Zard, with plow-oxen ; the other was well enough housed, as was

is chance or his fortune, that governs all of us. It so befell
that long ere dawn this man dreamed, as he lay in his bed, that
his friend began to call upon him, saying, « Alas! for I shall be
murdered in an ox’s stall this night. Now help me, brother
dear, ere I die; come to me inall haste.” This man started out
of his sleep for fear, but when he had waked he turned over and
took no heed of this, thinking his dream but vanity. Thus he

dreamed twice in his sleep. And at the third time his fellow -

seemed to come to him and say, “I am now slain. Behold my
wounds, deep, wide and bloody. Arise early in the morn, and at
the west gate of the town thou shalt see a dunf—cart in which my
body is privily hid; stay that cart boldly. In sooth, my gold
‘caused my murder.” And he told him every point, how he was
slain, with a pale pitiful face. And trust well, his fellow found
the dream fuﬁ true, for on the morrow, at earliest day, he betook
him to his fellow's lodging, and when he reached the ox-stall, he
began to shout after him. The inn-keeper answered-forthwith,
“Sir, your fellowis gone. Atdaybreak he left the town.” This
man began to fall into suspicion, remembering his dream, and
forth he went without tarrying to the west gate of the town, and
found a dung-cart, ready to dung a field, and in such shape as
you have heard the dead man say. And with a bold heart he
began to call for vengeance and justice upon this felony. “My
fellow is murdered this very night and lies gaping in this cart
on his back. I cry out upon t%ne magistrates who should rule
and keep the city. Help! alas! here my fellow lies slain!”
Why more of this tale? The people rushed out, cast the dung-
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cart over, and in the middle of the dung they found the dead
man, all freshly murdered. O blessed %od,- faithful and just!
Lo, how Thou ever revealest murder! Murder will out, that
we sce daily. Murder is so horrible and abominable to thé God
of justice and reason that He will not suffer it be covered up.
Though it lic hid for years, murder will out, this is my conclu-
sion. And right anon the magistrates seized the carter and tor-
tured him so sore, and cke the inn-keeper, on the rack, that they
soon acknowledged their wickedness and were hanged by the"
neck-bone.

‘By this may men see that dreams are to be feared. And
certes I read in the same book in the very next chapter follow-
ing (I lic not, as I hope to be saved), of two men that for a
certain cause would have passed over the sea into a distant land,
if the wind had not been adverse, and made them to tarry in
a city standing pleasantly on a haven-side. But on a day, at
evening, the wind changed and blew even as they would.
Merry and glad they went to rest, and planned to sail early.
But a great marvel befell one man as he lay asleep, who dreamed
toward day a wondrous dream. He thought a man stood
beside his bed and bade him tarry; “if thou go to-morrow,
thou shalt be drowned ; my tale is done.” He woke and told
his fellow his dream, and prayed him to give up his journey.
His fellow, who lay by his bed’s side, began to.laugh and sore
mocked him. “No dream can so affright my heart that I will
stay my business; I set not a straw by thy dreamings, for
dreams are but vanity and humbug. Men are ever dreaming of
owls or apes and eke of many a bewildering thing; they dream
of things that never were nor shall be. %ut since I see that
you intend to tarry here and thus of your free will lose your
chance by sloth,rgod wot it grieves me, but have good-day.”
Thus he took his leave and departed. But ere he had voyaged
over half his course, I know not why, nor what mischance
ailed it, but by some mishap the ship’s bottom was rent, and
ship and man went down in sight of other ships hard by, that
had sailed at the same time. Therefore, fair Partlet so dear, you
may learn by such old ensamples that no man should reck too
lightly of !mms, for I tell you that without doubt many a
dream is to be dreaded full sore.
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‘Lo, I read in the life of St..Kenelm, the son of Kenulph,
the noble king of Mercia, how he dreamed a dréams-—on-a day ™
a little before he was murdered, he saw his murder in a vision.
His nurse expounded all his dream and bade him beware of
treason ; but he was no more than seven years old, and paid
little heed to any dream, so holy he was of spirit. By heaven, ,
I would give my shirt that you had read 'his legend as I have!™ -
I tell you truly, Dame Partlet, that Macrobius, who wrote the
vision of the noble Scipio in Africa, affirms dreams to be fore-
warnings of things that men see afterward.

¢ Furthermore, I pray you look well in the Old Testament
and see if Daniel held dreams to be a vanity. Read of Joseph
eke, and there you will find whether dreams be sometimes (I
say not always), warnings of future things. Look at the king
of Egypt, Sir Pharaoh, and at his baker and his butler, whether
they felt no virtue in dreams! Whoso will turn to the chron-
icles of sundry realms may read many a wondrous thing about
them. Lo Creesus, once king of Lydia! Dreamed he not that
he sat upon a tree, which signified that he should be hanged?
Lo Andromache, Hector’s wife! She dreamed the very night
before that the life of Hector should be lost if he went that day
to battle; she warned him, but it availed not, for he went none
the less to fight, and anon was slain by Achilles. But that tale
would be all too long to tell, and I must not tarry, for it is high
day. In short, I conclude that I shall have adversity after this

vision ;. and%mummwu_my \‘
are poison, I wot it well; 1 defy them, I like them not a whit.~ \

“Now let us speak of mirth, and stint all this. In one thing,
Madame Partlet, as 1 hope for joy, God has greatly blessed me;
for when I see how scarlet-red you are about_your eyes, and the
beauty of your face, all my fear dies away.- {‘ or as true as the
Gospel, Mulier est hominis confusio; madame, the meaning of |
this Latin 1s that ' woman is man’s whole bliss and joy! For
when I feel your soft side at night, though I cannot draw closer, -
because our perch is so narrow, alas!, I am so full of joy and °
comfort that I defy all dreams and visions.’

And with that, down he flew from the rafter, and with him »
all his hens, for it was day. He began to call them all with a
chuk, for he had found a grain of corn lying in the yard. He
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was royal, he was afraid no longer; twenty times ere prime he
clasped Partlet ; he looked as it were a grim lion, and roamed up
and down on his toes, he deigned not to set his foot to ground.
He chucked when he came upon a grain of corn, and his wives
ran to him. Thus royal, like a prince in his hall, I will leave
this Chanticleer in his feeding-ground, and afterward I will say
what befell him.

The month in which the world was made, March, when God
first created man, was complete, and there had passed two and
thirty days more. It befell that Chanticleer in all his glory,
with his seven wives walking beside him, cast his eyes to the
bright sun, which had sped through one-and-twenty degrees and
somewhat more in the sign of Taurus; and by nature and not
education he knew that it was prime, and he crew with joyous
voice. ¢ The sun,” he said, ‘is climbed up the heavens one-and-
forty degrees and more. Madame Partlet, my world’s bliss,
hearken to the happy birds how they sing, and sec the fresh
flowers springing up; mine heart is full of comfort and revelry.’
But suddenly a sorrowful case befell. For the latter end of joy,
is ever woe, God wot ; joy of this world is soon gone, and an
orator that could indite fairly might safely put it in a chronicle
for a profound truth. Now let every wise man hearken; this

/‘ story 18 every whit as_ true, I dare be bound, as the book of
Lancelot of the Lake, which women hold in great reverence.
Now will I return to my text.

A coal-fox, sly and unrighteous, who had dwelt three years
in the grove, by decree of almighty Providence burst through
the hedges that same night into the yard whither stately Chanti-
cleer was wont to repair with his wives, and there lay quietly
in a bed of herbs till it was past eleven of the clock, awaiting
his time to fall upon Chanticleer, as all these homicides are
fain to do that lie in wait to murder men. False murderer,
lurking in thy lair! Thou new Iscariot, new Ganelon, false
dissimulator, even as the Greekish Sinon that brought Troy
utterly to woe! Accursed be that morn, O Chanticleer, on

i which thou flewest from thy rafter into the yard! Well thou

" wast warned by thy dreams that this day was perilous to thee.

/ /1 But what God foresees must needs come to pass, according to
.’ ‘ certain clerks; as witness any perfect clerk that there is great
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altercation in the schools and great disputing about this matter,

and ever has been amongst an hundred thousand men. But .

I cannot sift it to the chaff,as can the holy doctor Augustine
or Bocthius or Bishop Bradwardine; whether God’s glorious
foreknowing compels me of necessity to do a thing, (by neces-
sity I mean absolute necessity), or else whether I am granted
free choice to do or not that same thing, though God foreknew
it long before; or whether His knowing constrains not at all
except by a conditional necessity. With such matters I will
not have to do. My tale is all of a cock, as you may hear,
who took his wife’s counsel (out upon it!) to walk in tl')nre yard
that morning, after he had dreamed his dream of which I told
ou. Women’s counscls are oft baneful. Woman’s counsel
Krought us first to woe and made Adam depart from Paradise
where he Was af ease and full merry.  But because I know not
whom I might vex if I should upbraid women’s counsel, let
us pass it over, for I said it but in sport. Read what authors,
who treat of such matters, say of women. These be the cock’s
words and not mine; I cannot imagine harm of any woman.
Fairly lay Partlet in the sunshine with all her sisters by, to
bathe her merrily in the sand, and the gallant Chanticleer san
merrier than the mermaid in the sea; for Physiologus in trut
says that they sing merrily and well. And it so befell, as he cast
his eye upon a butterfly amongst the herbs, that he was ware of
this fox who lay hidden. He had no mind then to crow, but
cried anon,  cok cok |’ and started up like a man affrighted in his
heart. For by instinct a beast is fa‘.)in to flee from his natural
enemy if he see it, though he had never cast eye upon it before.
his Chanticleer, when he first espied him, would have fled,
but that the fox straightway spoke, ¢ Alas, gentle sir, where will
you go? Are you afeard of me, your own friend? ‘Now certes
I were worse than a fiend if I desired harm or indignity to you.
I am not come to spy upon your privacy, but in truth only to
hearken how you sing. For truly you have as merry a voice as
any angel in heaven, and more feeling in music than Boethius
had, or any singer. My lord your father (God rest his soul!),
and your mother too, of her courtesy, have been in my house, to
my great content ; and you, sir, I would fain please, certes. And
speaking of singing, I must say,—may I be struck blind if I
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ever heard man, save you, sing as did your father in the morn-
ing. Certes, all that he sung was from the heart. And to make
his voice the stronger he took such pains that he must needs
shut both his eyes, so loud he cried, standing on tip-toe withal
and stretching forth his long, slender neck. And eke he was of
such discretion that there was no man in any land who could
pass him in song or wisdom. I have indeed read in the life of
Burnel the Ass, amongst the verses, about a cock, who, because a

riest’s son, when he was young and foolish, gave him a rap on
Eis leg, in after years made him to lose his benefice. But cer-
tainly there is no comparison betwixt his wisdom and subtlety
and discretion and your father’'s. Now sing, sir, for sweet
charity’s sake. Let see, can you imitate your fgther 2’

n This Chanticleer began to ﬂag his wings; he could not espy
the cozenage, so ravished he was by the flattery. Alas! ye lords,
many a false flatterer and parasite is in your courts, who please

ou more, in faith, than he who says you sooth. Read of flattery
in Ecclesiasticus, and beware their treachery.

\ This Chanticleer stood high on his toes, stretching his neck

\\ and shutting his eyes, and began to crow loudly for the nonce.
Up started Sir Russel the fox forthwith, seized Chanticleer by
the throat and bore him on his back away toward the wood, for
as yet no man gave chase.

O destiny that mayst not be ecluded! Alas that
.Chanticleer ﬂ’;w down from the rafters and that his wife
recked not of dreams! And all this mischance fell on a
Friday! 'O Venus, goddess of pleasance, why wouldst suffer
Chanticleer to die upon thy day, who was thy servant and did all
within his might in thy service, more for delight than to multiply
the world? O Geoffrey de Vinsauf, dear sovereign master, that
when thy noble king Richard was slain by shot, didst mourn his
death so sore, why ?\ave I not now thy learning and thy pen to
chide the Friday as thou didst! ( For truly it was on a Friday
he was slain.) Then I would show you how I could mourn
Chanticleer’s dread and torment. Not when Ilium was won and
Pyrrhus had seized King Priam by the beard and slain him with
his naked sword, as Zneid says, was ever such cry and lamenta-

| [tion made by ladies as by the hens in the yard, when they saw
' this sight of Chanticleer. Above all Dame Partlet shricked,



THE NUN’S PRIEST'S TALE 139

louder than Hasdrubal’s wife when her husband perished and the
Romans had burned Carthage; who was so full of torment and
frenzy that she leapt into the fire and burned herself with a
steadfast heart. O woful hens, even so ye cried as the senators’
wives when Nero burned the city of Rome and their husbands
all perished, slain guiltless by this Nero.

But now I return to my tale once more. This poor widow
and her two daughters heard these hens cry and lament, and
started out at the door forthwith and saw the fox make toward
the wood, bearing the cock away on his back. ¢Out! alas!
help !’ they cried. ‘Ho! ho! the fox!’ and after him they ran,
and many another wight with cudgels. Ran Colle, our dog, and
Garland and Talbot, and Malkin with her distaff in hand; ran
cow and calf and the very hogs, so afeared they were for the
barking of the hounds and the shouting of the men and women.
They ran till they thought their hearts would burst, they yelled
like fiends in hell, the ducks quacked as if they were bein
slaughtered, the geese in fear flew over the tree-tops, a swarm o
bees came out of the hive ; so hideous was the noise, ah benedicite !,
certes Jack Straw and his rabble never made shouts half so
shrill when they were slaughtering a Fleming, as were made this
day after the fox. They brought horns of brass, of wood, of
horn and bone, and blew and bellowed in them, and so shrieked
and whooped withal till it seemed as if the heavens would drop.
Now, good men, I pray you all hearken.

Lo, how Fortune suddenly overturns the hope and arrogance .’

of her foe! This cock, lying upon the fox’s back, .in all his
fright spoke to the fox and said, ¢Sir, if 1 were as you, so may

God help me, I should say,—* Turn back, all ye proud churls!

A very pestilence fall on you! Now that Iam come to this wood’s
edge, the cock shall abide here, in spite of your teeth. I will
eat him, in faith, and that at once.”’

“In faith, it shall be done,” answered the fox. And as he
spoke that word, nimbly the cock broke away from his mouth
and flew high upon a tree. And when- the fox saw him gone,
¢Alas! Chanticleer!’ quoth he; €alas! I have done you wrong
to affright you, when i] seized and brought you out of the yard.
But, sir, I had no ill intent; come down and I shall make you
see it. I shall say the sooth to you, so may God help me!’
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¢ Nay then,’ quoth the cock, ¢I beshrew both of us, and first
I beshrew myself, both blood and flesh, if you beguile me more
than once. No more shall your flattery make me sing and shut

| my two eyes. Forhe who wilfully shuts his eyes when he should
see, God let him never thrive!’

¢ Nay,’ quoth the fox, ¢ but God give him evil fortune who is
so indiscreet as to prate when be should hold his peace!’

Lo, such a thing it is to be negligent and heedless and trust
upon flattery ! But you who hold this tale foolishness, of naught
but a fox and a cock and a hen, take the moral, good sirs. For
St. Paul says that all that is written is written for our doctrine, in
sooth. Take the fruit and leave the chaff. And now may the
good God, if His will be so, as says my lord archbishop, make
us all good Christians and bring us to His heavenly Eliss.—
Amen. ‘

Here 1s mded the Nun's Priest's Tale.
o-'//

+*  <Sir Nun’s Priest,’ said our Host, ¢ blessings on your breech

for this merry tale of Chanticleer! By my troth, if you were a
secular man, a rigt hearty fellow you would be with dames.
See what brawn and what a neck this gentle priest has, and what
achest! He looks with his eyes like a sparrow-hawk. He needs
not dye his color with brasil nor Portugal-red. Now may fair
befall you for your tale, sir!’

And after that, with a merry look; he said to another as you
shall hear. :

Here followeth tbe‘Pby:ician’: Tale.

There was a knight, as Titus Livius tells, called Virginius,
full of honor and nobility, strong in friends and in wealth. One
daughter he had by his wife, and never another child. The maid
was fair and of excellent beauty above every wight; for Nature
had wrought her with singular diligence, and so excellently as
though she would say, ‘Lo! I, Nature, when I will, can thus
form and color a creature; who can imitate me? Not Pygma-
lion, though he ever forge and hammer or carve or paint, for I
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dare aver that Apelles and Zeuxis would toil in vain if they pre-
sumed to carve or paint, forge or hammer, and counterfeit me.
For He that is the chief Shaper has made me His vicar-general
to form and paint earthly creatures even as I will; and each
thing under the waxing, waning moon is in my care. And I-ask
counsel of none; my Lord and I are in full accord, and in honor
of Him I made her,as I make all my other creatures, whatsoever
their hue or form.” Thus Nature would say, methinks.

This maid was fourteen years old, in whom Nature took such
joy. Even as she paints a lily white and a rose red, so upon
the gracious limbs of this noble creature, before she was born, did
Nature paint these colors where such colors should be. And
Pheebus did dye her great tresses like to the streams of his
burning heat. And if her beauty was excellent, a thousand-fold
more was she virtuous; in her there lacked no quality which dis-'
creet folk can praise. She was chaste, as well in spirit as in body,
wherefore she bloomed in virginity with all humility and absti-
nence, temperance and patience, and with measure in her bearin
and adornment. She was ever discreet in replying. Though I dare
to say she was as wise as Pallas and her speech as ready as any
woman’s, she had no artificial terms to seem wise. She spoke
according to her degree, and all her words, great and small, were
full of virtue and good breeding. She was shamefast with a
young maiden’s shamefastness, constant in heart and ever busy
to drive out sloth. Bacchus had no mastery over her mouth,
for wine and youth foster Venus, as fire when men cast oil or
grease therein. For very virtue and of her own motion, she
often feigned her sick, to flee company where folly was like to be
talked o%, as at feasts, revels and dances, that be occasion of wan-
tonness. Such things make children too soon mature and bold,
which has ever been perilous. All too soon may the child learn
to be bold when she has waxed a wife.

And you elderly duennas, who have the governing of lords’
daughters, take not my words amiss, but remember that you are
set over them only for one of two reasons; either because you
have kept virtue, or because you have fallen into frailty, and, hav-
ing wholly forsaken such misconduct for evermore, know well
the old game. Therefore, for Christ’s sake, look that you be
not slack to teach them virtue. A poacher of venison, who has
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forsworn his old greed and .cunning, can keep a forest the best of
any. Now watch over them well, for you can if you will. Look
well that you assent to no slip, lest you be condemned for your
evil mind, for whoso does is a traitor, of a surety. And take
heed of this; of all treason the most pestilent and hellish is
when a wight betrays innocence. You fathers and mothers eke,
who have children one or two, yours is all the surveillance over
them, whilst they are under your care. Beware that by the
ensample of your life or by your negligence in correcting they
perish not, for if they do, I dare truly say you shall dearly pay
for it. Under a soft and negligent shepherd, the wolf ?\as
torn many a sheep and lamb. Ect this one ensample suffice
here, for I must return to my tale.

This maid of whom I tell so kept herself that she
needed no duenna, for in her life maidens might read, as in a
book, every good word and act that befits a virtuous maid; so
ﬁmdcnt was she and kind. On every side spread the fame of

er beauty and goodness, so that throughout that land all who
loved virtue praised her ; except envy alone, that is ever sorry
for other men’s weal and glad of their sorrow and sickness (the
doctor Augustine so describes it).

Upon a day this maid went toward a temple in the town,
with her dear mother, as is the manner of young maids. Now
in this town was a justice, who was the governor o this region, and
so befell that he cast his eye upon this maid, noting her well as
she came past where he stood. Anon his heart and thought
were chanﬁed, so was he caught with her beauty, and he said
privily to himself, ¢ This maid shall be mine in spite of any man.’
Anon the fiend slipped into his heart,and showed him right soon
how by cunning he might win the maiden to his purpose; neither
by force nor bribe, he thought, could he speed, for she was strong
in her friends and confirmed in such extreme goodness that well
he knew he could never win her to evil. Wherefore after great
deliberation he sent for a churl in that city whom he knew to
be both bold and cunning. To him this judge told his tale in
secret wise and took his assurance to tell no creature; and if he
did, he should lose his head. When this cursed plan was agreed
to, the judge was glad, and made him great cheer and gave him
rich and precious gifts.
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When the conspiracy was planned from point to point, how
his sin should be full subtly performed, as you shall soon hear
plainly, home went the churl, whose name was Claudius. This
false judge, who was called Appius (so was his name, for this is
no fable but a notable historical thing,— the substance of it is
true without any doubt),— this judge went about to hasten his
jor all that he might. And so befell soon after, as the book
tells us, that he was sitting in his consistory, as he was wont,
and giving out his judgments upon sundry cases. This false
churl came rushing in and said, ‘So please you, lord, do me
r;l‘ght upon this piteous bill of complaint against Virginius. And
if he shall say it is not true, I will prove it and find good wit-
nesses, that my bill tells the truth.’

The judge answered, ¢ Unless he be here I cannot give a
final sentence. Let him be called, and after that I will listen
gladly. You shall have all justice here, and no wrong.’

Virginius came to know what the judge would have, and
forthwith the cursed bill was read, the effect of which you shall
hear: “To you my dear lord, Sir Appius, showeth your poor
servant Claudius how a knight, called Virginius, against the law
and all equity, and expressly against my will, holds my servant,
my rightful thrall, who one night was stolen from my house
whilst she was full young. This will I prove by witness, lord,
so please you. She was never his daughter, whatsoever he may
say. Wherefore I petition you, my lord the judge, so please
zou, yield me my thrall” Lo, this was the substance of his

ill.

Virginius bcgan to stare uﬁon the churl; but ere he could
tell his tale (which he would have proved as a knight should,
and have certified by many a witness, that it was false which his
adversary said), this cursed judge would not wait at all nor hear
a word more from him, but gave his judgment thus: €1 decree
that this churl shall have his thrall forthwith; you shall keep
her in your house no longer. This is my award; go bring her
forth and put her in our keeping; this churl shall have his
thrall.’

When the worthy knight by the justice’s sentence must per-
force give his daughter to the judge, to live in sin, he went home
and sat him down in his hall, summoned his dear daughter, and
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with a face deathlike as cold ashes gazed upon her humble face
with a father’s pity striking through his heart, albeit he would
not turn from ﬁis purpose. ¢ Daughter,” quoth he, ¢ Virginia,
there are two ways, death or shame, which you may go, alas that
I was born! For never have you deserved to die by blade or
sword. O ender of my life, daughter dear, whom I fostered
up with such joy that you were never out of my remembrance !
O daughter who are my last woe and last joy of my life, oh gem
of chastity, take your death in patience, for this is my doom.
For love and not for hate you must die. My merciful hand
must smite off your head. Alas that ever Appius saw you!
This false judgment has he iiven on you to-day.” And he told
her all the case as you have heard ; it needs not tell it more.

¢ Mercy, dear father,” quoth the maiden, and laid her two
arms about his neck, as she was wont ; the tears burst from her
two eyes as she said, * Good father, must I die? Is there no
help?’

p"No, dear daughter mine,’ said he.

“Then give me space,” quoth she, ¢ my father, to bewail my
death a little ; for Jpephtha certes gave his daughter time to
lament ere he slew her, alas! And God wot that she had no
guilt except that she ran to meet her father first to welcome him
with great honor.” And with that word she fell down in a
swoon. When her swoon was past, she rose up and said to her
father, ¢ Blessed be God, I die a maid. Give me my death ere
I have dishonor. Do your will with your child, in the name of
God!”

And then she prayed him oft to smite gently with his sword,
and then she swooned again. Her father, with sorrowful heart
and will, smote off her head, and holding it by the hair, went to
display it to the judge where he still sat in consistory. When
the judge saw it, the book tells, he bade take him and hang him
straightway. But anon a thousand people burst in to save the
knight, of their pity and ruth. For this false iniquity was
known; the people anon had suspicion, by the manner of the
churl’s challenge, that it was by Appius’s consent; they well
knew that he was lascivious. @~ Wherefore they came anon
against this Appius and cast him into a prison, where he slew
himself. And Claudius, the servant of Appius, was condemned
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to be hanged upon a tree; but that Virginius, of his clemency, so

rayed for him that he was exiled, or else of a surety he had
ﬁecn made an end of.’ The remnant were hanged, great and
small, who were of consent in this cursedness.

Here may men see how sin has its deserts. Beware, for no
man knows a whit whom God will smite, nor how the worm of
conscience may tremble at a wicked life, though it be so privy
that none wot of it but the sinner and God. For be he ignorant
or learned, he knows not how soon he shall be made afraid.
Therefore I counsel you, receive this warning: forsake sin ere *
sin forsake you.

- Here endeth the Physician’s T ale.

The words of the Host to the Physician and the Pardoner.

Our Host began to swear like mad. ‘Out! Alas! By the
holy rood, this was a false churl and a false justice! As shame-
ful a death as heart can think come to these judges and their
advocates! But all the same, this poor maid is slain, alas! She
bought her beauty too dearly ; wherefore 1 say, as men may see,
fortune’s or nature’s gifts ever cause death to many a creature,
Her beauty was her death I say. Alas, how pitifully she was
slain! From both these gifts I spoke of now, men often have
more harm than profit. But truly, my own dear master, this is
a piteous tale to hear. But natheless it is no matter, pass it over;
I pray God save your gentle body, and your Hippocrateses and
your Galens, and your jugs and vessels and every box full of
¥our syrops. God bless them and our Lady Saint Mary! As

live, you are a proper fellow and like a prelate, by Saint Ronan.
Said I not well? I cannot speak like a scholar, but I know
well that you made my heart so ache that I have wellnigh caught
a spasm. ’Sblood! Unless I take physic, or else a draught
of musty and malty beer, or hear a merry tale forthwith, my
heart is done for, in pity for this maid. You there, you Par-
doner,’ he said, “ tell us at once some mirth or sport.’

¢ By Saint Ronan, it shall be done,’ quoth he, ¢but first I will
drink and eat a bit of bread here at this ale-house.’

L .
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But straightway the gentlefolk began to call out, ¢ Nay, let
him not tell ribaldry; tell us some moral thing that we may
learn some wisdom, and then will we gladly hear.

“I agree, certainly,” quoth he, ¢ but I must have time to think
up some virtuous thing whilst I drink.’

Here followeth the Prologue of the Pardoner’s Tale.

Radix malorum est cupiditas ; Ad Thimotheum, sexto.

¢ Lordings,’ quoth he, ‘whenI preach in churches, I striveafter a
high-resounding voice,and I ring it outasround as a bell, for I know
by roteallthat I say. My theme is and ever was one and the same,
— Radix malorum est cupiditas. First I pronounce whence I come,

* and then I show my bulls, one and all, but first the seal of our

liege lord the king upon my patent, — that I show first to secure
my body, lest any man, priest or clerk, be so bold as to disturb
me in Christ’s holy labors. After that I say forth my say, and
show bulls of popes and cardinals and patriarchs and bishops, and
in Latin I speak a few words to give a savor to my preaching

. and to stir men to devotion. Then I show forth my long crystal
' boxes, crammed full of clouts and bones ; all the folk ween that
- they are holy relics. I have a shoulder-bone set in latten which

came from an holy Jew’s sheep. “ Good men,” I say, “ mark my
words ; wash this bone in any spring, and if a cow or calf or sheep
or ox swell up that has been stung or bitten by any serpent, take
water from this spring and wash its tongue and it will be whole
anon. And moreover, every sheep that drinks a draught from
this sqring shall be whole of pox or scabs or sore. And mark
what I say. If the goodman that owns the beasts will drink,
fasting, a draught from this spring every week ere cock-crow,
as this holy Jew taught our forefathers, his beasts and his stock
shall multiply. And sirs, it will cure jealousy also; though a
man be fallen into a jealous fury, only make his pottage with
this water and he will nevermore mistrust his wife, though he
know the very truth of her fault,— though she had taken two
or three priests. :
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¢« Here too is a mitten. He that will put his hand in this
mitten shall see his grain multiply, be it wheat or barley; so he
offer pence, or else groats.
¢« But, good men and women, of one thing I warn you ; if any
wight is now in this church who has done a horrible sin and
dares not be shriven of it for shame, or if any woman, old or
young, has made her husband a cuckold, such folk shall have no
power or grace to make offerings here to my relics. But whoso
knows him to be free from such fault, let him comeup and offer in
the name of God, and I will assoil him by the authority granted
me by bull.”
¢ With this trickery I have won a hundred marks, year by
ycar,m ardoner. I stand like a cleric in my
Eulpit, and when the lay folk are sat down I preach as you have
eard and tell a hundred (false kozening quips beside. Then I

take pains to stretch out my neck and bob my head east and .

west over the people, like a dove perched upon a barn. My,
hands and tongue go so briskly that it is a joy. to see my diligence.
All my preaching 1s of avarice and such cursedness, to make them

large in giving their pence and especially to me. My aim is .

all for gain and not at all for correction of sin. I reck not, when
they are underground, though their souls go a-blackberrying !
Certes, many a sermon arises from an ill intent, how to please
and flatter folk and to aim for promotion through hypocrisy,
now from vain glory and aﬁain from hate. For when I dare
not otherwise have it out with a man, then I sting him with my
bitter tongue as I preach, so that he cannot escape being falsely
defamed, if he have trespassed against me or my brethren. For
though I tell not his name, men shall know whom I mean by
hints and other circumstances. Thus I requite folk who do us
ill-turns, and thus I spit out my venom under the guise -of

holiness, seeming holy and faithful. I say igain, in few words,
I preach for no motive but avarice; wherefore my theme is and

cver was, Radix:malorum _est cupiditas. TMPL%&“
against that same vice which I _practice, covetousness. But

though myself be guilty of it, I can make other folk depart from
avarice and repent full sore. But that is not my chiefest
purpose, I Ereachwfor_ naught but covetousness ; and this should
suffice for this matter. . )
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¢Then I tell them many an ensample from old stories of
long ago. For simple people love old tales; such things they
can well remember and repeat.

‘What ! —trow you so long as I can preach and gain gold
and silver by discoursing, that I shall live in poverty willingly?
Nay, nay, truly I never thought of it! I will preach and beg
everywhere I go; I will not labor with my hands nor make
baskets to live by, only because I will not be an idle beggar.
I will imitate none of the apostles. I will have wool, wheat,
cheese, and money, were it given by the poorest lad or widow in
a village, though her children pine and starve! 1 will have a
merry wench in every town and drink liquor from the vine.

¢ But hearken, lordings, in conclusion. Your will is that I

‘tell a tale. Now that I have drunk a good draught of malty

beer, by the Lord I hope I shall tell you a thing that ought by
reason to be to your likinF. For though myself be a vicious
man, yet I know how to tell you a moral tale which I am wont
to tell in my money-getting homilies. Now hold your peace,
and I will begin.’

Here beginneth the Pardoner’s T ale.

If - Whilom there dwelt in Flanders a company of young folk
whic followed after folly, as riotous living and gaming in stews
and taverns, where with harps, lutes and citterns they danced and
played at dice day and night, and ate and drank inordinately.
Thus they did service to the Devil in cursed fashion within
those Devil’s temples by abominable superfluity. Their oaths
were so great and so damnable that it was grisly to hear them
swear ; they rent our blessed Lord’s body in pieces anew (as if
the Jews had not rent him enough!), and each laughed at the
others’ sins. And anon came dancing girls, gracefu% and slim
young fruit-wenches, singers with harps, bawds and confectioners,
who are all very officers of the Devil to kindle and blow that
fire of lust that is near allied to gluttony. I take Holy Writ to
witness that in wine and drunkenness are excess and lust. Lo,
how drunken Lot sinned against nature, not knowing what he
did; he was so drunk he knew not what he wrought. Herod
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?lct any one look up the history), when he was full of wine at his
east, gave command at his own table to slay the Baptist John,
iltless. Seneca also of a surety says a good word; he says he
can find no difference betwixt a man that is out of his mind and
him who is drunken, except that madness, when it attacks an ill-
conditioned fellow, endures longer than drunkenness. Oh cursed
gluttony, first cause of our undoing, origin of our damnation,
until Christ redeemed us with His blood! Only think how dearly
was this cursed sin paid for; this whole world was ruined by
luttony! Our father Adam and his wife in verity were driven
g’om Paradise to labor and woe for that vice. For whilst Adam
fasted I read that he was in Paradise, and when he ate of the
forbidden fruit of the tree, he was cast out to woe and pain. O
gluttony, well may we accuse thee! If a man but knew how
many maladies follow from gluttony and excess, he .would be
more moderate of his diet as he sits at table. Alas! for the
tender mouth and the short throat, east and west and south and
north men labor in the earth and air and water to get dainty
meat and drink for a glutton. On this, O Paul, well canst thou
discourse. ¢ Meat unto belly and belly unto meat, — God shall
destroy both,’ as Paul says. Alas! foulis it to say, by my faith,
but fouler is the act, when a man drinks so of the white and red
that he makes a jakes of his throat through this accursed excess.
The apostle, weeping, says piteously, ¢ There walk many of
whom 1 have told you, and I say it now weeping and with a
iteous voice, they are enemies of the cross of Chnist, their end
1s death, their god is their belly. O belly, foul bag, full of cor-
ruption ! what labor and cost to provide for thee! How these
cooks pound and strain and grind, and turn substance into
accident, to satisfy all thy greedy taste! Out of the hard bones
they knock the marrow, and cast away naught that may go
through the gullet soft and sweet. Of spicery and bark, root
and leaf, is made the glutton’s delicious sauce, to get him ever a
new appetite. But he that follows after such delights, certes, is
dead whilst he lives in those vices.

Wine is a lecherous thing, and drunkenness is full of wretched-
ness and of contention. O drunken man, thy face is disfigured,
thy breath is sour, thou art foul to clasp in arms, and the sound
through thy drunken nose seems as if thou saidest ever, ¢ Sam-
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soun, Sam-soun !’ And yet Samson drank never wine, God wot.
Thou fallest like a stuck pig, thy tongue is lost and all th
care for honest things, for drunkenness is the very sepulchre 6t¥
man’s wit and discretion. He over whom drink has dominion
can keep no counsel, of a surety. Now keep you from the wine
white and red, and chiefly from the white wine of Lepe for sale
in Fish Street, or Cheapside. = This Spanish wine subtly creeps
through other wines growing hard by, and such fumes arise there-
from that after two or three draughts, though a man deem him-
self to be at home in Cheapside, he is even at the town of Lepe
in Spain, not at Rochelle nor at Bordeaux ; and then he will say,
¢ Sam-soun, Sam-soun !’

But hearken to one word, I pray you, lordings all ; the su-
preme acts of victory in the Old Testament, I dare be bound,
were done through the help of the true omnipotent God in prayer
and abstinence. Look into the Bible and there you may see it.
Look too at Attila, the great conqueror, who died in shame and
disgrace, bleeding at his nose in a drunken sleep. A great cap-
tain should live soberly. And moreover, consider right carefully
what was commanded to Lemuel, — not Samuel, I say, but Lem-
uel ; read the Bible and find it expressly set down as to giving
wine to them that have oversight of justice. But no more now,
for this may suffice.

Now that I have spoken of gluttony, I will forbid you gam-
ing, which is the very mother of lies, deceit, and cursed forswear-
ing, of blasphemy of Christ, manslaughter and waste of money
and of time ; and furthermore, it is a disgrace and against all honor
to be known as a common gamester. And ever the higher a
man’s estate, the more abandoned he is held to be.  If a prince
practise hazard, by all temperance and public policy common
opinion will hold .him the lower in reputation. Stilbon, the -wise
ambassador, was sent to Corinth in great pomp from Lacedae-
mon to make an alliance; and when he came he chanced to find
all the greatest men of that land playing at hazard. Wherefore,
as soon as might be, he stole home again to his country and said,
¢ I will not lose my good name there, nor will I take on me such
a shameas to ally youto gamblers. Send other wise ambassadors ;
for by my troth I would rather die than ally you with gamesters.
For you who be so glorious in honors shall not be allied with
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gamesters by my will, or treaty of my making.” Thus spake
this wise philosopher. Look also how the king of the Parthians,
as the book tells us, sent in scorn a set of golden dice to King
Demetrius because he had practised gambling; wherefore he held
at no valuc his glory and renown. Lords may find other kinds of
virtuous diversion to pass the day with.

Now I will chak a word or two of false and great oaths that
old books treat of. Violent swearing is an abominable thing, and
false swearing is yet more to be ilamed. The high God, as
witness Matthew, forbade swearing at all ; but especially the
holy Jeremy says of swearing, ‘ Thou shalt say thine oaths in
sooth, and not lie, and swear in righteousness and judgment.’
But idle swearing is a cursedness. Behold how in the first table
of the high God’s glorious commandments the second command-
ment is, ¢ Take not my name amiss or in vain.’ Lo, He for-
bids such swearing earlier than He forbids homicide or many other
cursed things. I say that it stands in this order, as any one knows
who knows the commandments, how that is the second command-
ment. And moreover I tell you flatly that vengeance will not
depart from the house of him who is too outrageous of his oaths.
‘By God’s precious heart and by the nails ofg His cross, by the
blood of Christ in the abbey of Hales, my chance is seven;
yours is five and three. By God’s arms, if you play falsely, this
dagger shall go through your heart!” This 1s the fruit that
comes of the two dice-bones, forswearing, ire, falseness, murder.
Now for the love of Christ Who died for us, forsake your .oaths,
great and small. But, sirs, I will now tell on my tale.

L.Thcse three rioters of whom I speak, long before any bell
had rung for prime, were set down in a tavern to drink. And
as they sat, tﬁcy heard a bell tinkle ‘t/hat was carried “before a
corpseto his grave. One of them called to his boy, ¢ Off with
you, and ask straightway what corpse it is passing by ; "and see
you report his name aright.’

¢Sir, quoth the boy, ‘it needs not. It was told me two
hours before you came here; he was an old fellow of yours,
perdy, and he was slain suddenly in the night, as he sat very -
drunk on his bench. A privy thief men call Death, that slays
all the people in this country-side, came with his spear and smote
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his heart in two, and went his way without a word. He has
slain a thousand in this pestilence ; and master, ere you come
before him, methinks you were best be warnéd of such an adver-
sary. Be ready to mect him ever; thus my mother taught me,
I can say no more.’

¢ The child speaks truth, by St. Mary,’ said the taverner, * for
over a mile hence, in a large village, he has slain both woman,
child, churl and knave.“% trow his habitation be there. It
were great wisdom, a man to be on his guard lest he do him a
hurt.’

¢Yea, God’s arms!’ quoth this: reveller, ‘is it such peril to
meet with him? I vow to God’s bones I will seek him in the
highways and the byways. Hearken, fellows, we are all as one;
let each of us hold up his hand and become the others’ brother,
and slay this false traitor Death. He shall be slain ere night that
slays so many, by God’s dignity!’

These three plighted their troth together, each to live and
die for the rest as he were their sworn grothcr, and up they all
started in this drunken fury, and forth they went toward that
village of which the taverner had spoken; and many a grisly
oath they swore, and Christ’s blessed body they rent to pieces,
— ¢ Death shall be dead if they can but catch him.’

When they had gone but a little way, even as they were
treading over a stile, an old man and poor met them, and
greeted them full meekly, and said, ¢ Now, lordings, God be with

ou!’ :
y The proudest of these three revellers answered, ¢ What, churl,
bad luck to you! Why are you all wrapped up save your face?
Why live you so long and so decrepit?’

This old man began to peer into his visage, and said, ¢ Be-
cause I cannot find a man, though I walked from hence to India,
in hamlet orin city, who will exchange his youth for mine age.
And therefore I must keep mine old age as long as it is God’s
will. Alas, death will not take me! Thus I walk, a restless
- caitiff, and thus morn and night I knock with my staff upon the
ground, which is my mother’s gate, and say, “ Dear mother, let
me in. Lo, how I vanish away, flesh and skin and blood!
Alas, when shall my bones be at peace? Mother, I would ex-
change my chest with you, which has been long time in my
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chamber, yea, for an hair-cloth shroud to wrap me in!” But
still she will not do me that favor ; wherefore my face is full pale
and withered.— But sirs, it is not a courteous thing to speak
churlishly to an old man, unless he trespass in act or word.
You may read yourselves in Holy Writ,  Before an old hoary-
head man ye shall arise;” wherefore I counsel you, do no
harm now to an old man, no more than you would that it were
done to you in your old age, if you abide so long. And now
God be with you, wherever you go or be; I must go whither I
have to go.’

‘Nay, old churl, not so fast, by God,’ said this second

mester straightway. ¢By St. John, you part not so lightly!
%’aou spoke even now of that traitor Death who slays all our
friends in this country-side. By my troth, you are his spy!~
Tell where he is, or by God and the Holy Sacrament you sﬁall
ay for it. Truly you are of his consent to slay us young folk,
' False thief.’ ' )

‘Now sirs,” quoth he, ¢if you are so fain to find Death, turn
up this crooked path; for b{ my faith I left him in that grove .
under a tree, and there he will tarry, nor for all your bluster will
he hide him. See you that oak? There you shall find him.
May God, Who redeemed mankind, save you and amend you!’
Thus spoke this old wight.

And each of these revellers ran till he came to that tree, and
there they found wellnigh eight bushels, as it seemed to them,
of florins coined of fine round gold. No longer sought they
then after Death, but each was so glad at the sight of the pre-
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